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CARICATURES AND LITHOGRAPHY 

IN PARIS. 



Fifty years ago, their lived, at Munioh, a poor fel- 
low, by name Aloys Senefelder, who was in so little 
repute as an author and artist, that printers and en- 
gravers refused to publish his worts at their own 
diarges, and so set him upon some plan for doing with- 
out their aid. In the first place, Aloys invented a cer- 
tain kind of ink, which would resist the action of the add 
that is usually employed by engravers, and with this 
he made his experiments upon copper-plates, as long as 
he could afford to purchase them.* He foimd that to 
write upon the plates backwards, after the manner of 
engravers, required much skill and many trials; and 
he thought that, were he to practise upon any other 
polished surfsEuse — a smooth stone, for instance, the 
least costly article imaginable — ^he might spare the 
expense of the copper until he had sufficient skill to 
use it 

One day, it is said, that Aloys was called upon to 
1* 
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write — ^rather a humble composition for an author and 
artist — a washing-bill. He had no paper at hand ; and 
so he wrote out the bill with some of his newly-invent- 
ed ink, upon one of his Kilhcim stones. Some time 
afterwards he thought he would try and take an im- 
pr€99ion of his washing-bill; he did, and succeeded. 
Such is the story, which the reader most likely knows 
very well ; and having alluded to the origin of the art, 
we shall not follow the stream through its windings 
and enlargement after it issued from the little parent 
rock, or fill our pages with the rest of the pedigree : 
Senefelder invented Lithography. His invention has 
not made so much noise and alarum in the world as 
some others, which have an origin as humble and un- 
romantic ; but it is one to which we owe no small pro- 
fit, and a great deal of pleasure ; and, as such, we are 
bound to speak of it with all gratitude and respect. 
The Schoolmaster, who is now abroad, has taught us, 
in our youth, how the cultivation of art " emollit mores 
nee sinit esse" — (it is needless to finish the quotation) ; 
and Lithography has been, to our thinking, the very 
best ally that art ever had ; the best friend of the 
artist, allowing him t^ produce rapidly-multiplied and 
authentic copies of his own works (without trusting to 
the tedious and expensive assistance of the engraver) ; 
and the best friend to the people likewise, who have 
means of purchasing these cheap and beautiful pro- 
ductions, and thus having their ideas " mollified," and 
their manners " feros" no more. 

With Ourselves, among whom money is plenty, 
enterprise so great, and eveiything matter of com- 
mercial speculation, Lithography has not been so much 
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practised as wood or steel engraving, which, by the 
aid of great original capital and spread of sale, are able 
more than to compete with the art of drawing on 
stone. The two former may be called art done by 
machinery. We confess to a prejudice in favor of the 
honest work of handy in matters of art, and prefer the 
rough workmanship of the painter to the smooth copies 
of his performances which are produced, for the most 
^rt, on the wood-block or the steel-plate. 

The theory will possibly be objected to by many of 
our readers ; the best proof in its favor, we think, is, 
that the state of art amongst the people in France and 
Germany, where publishers are not so wealthy or en- 
terpriring as with us,* and where Lithography is more 
practised, is infinitely higher than in England, and the 
appreciation more correct As draughtsmen, the 
French and German painters are incomparably superior 
to our own; and with art, as with any other com- 
modity, the demand will be found pretty equal to the 
supply ; with us, the general demand is for neatness, 
prettiness, and what is called effect in pictures, and 
these can be rendered completely, nay, improved, by 
the engraver's conventional manner of copying the 
artist's performances. But to copy fine expression 
and fine drawing, the engraver himself must be a fine 
artist ; and let anybody examine the host of picture- 
books which appear every Christmas, and say whether 

* These ootmtries are, to be sure, inandated with the pro- 
dnotions of our markel^ in the ahape of Byroa Beauties re* 
prints firom the Keepeakee^ Books of Beauty, and such trash ; 
but these are only of late years^ and their original sohoolB of 
art are still flourishing. 
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for the most part, painters or engravers possess any 
artistic merit ? We boast, nevertheless, of some of the 
best engravers and painters in Europe. Here, again, 
the supply is accounted for by the demand ; our high- 
est class is richer than any other aristocrswy, quite as 
well instructed, and can judge and pay for fine pictures 
and engravings. But these costly productions are for 
the few, and not for the many, who have not yet cer- 
tainly arrived at properly appreciating fine art. 

Take the standard " Album " for instance — that * 
unfortunate collection of deformed Zuleikas and Me- 
doras (from the Byron Beauties, the Flowers, Gems, 
Souvenirs, Casquets of Loveliness, Beauty, as they may 
be called); glaring caricatures of flowers, singly, in 
groups, in flow^r^ts, or with hideous deformed little 
Cupids sporting among them; of what are called 
"mezzotinto" pencil drawings, " poonah-paintings,'' 
and what not ^' The Album" is to be found invariably 
upon the round . rosewood brass-inlaid 'drawing-room 
table of the middle classes, and with a couple of " An- 
nuals" besides, wtiich flank it on the same table, re- 
presents the art of the house ; perhaps there, is a por- 
trait of the master of the house in the dining-room, 
grim-glandng from above the mantel-piece ; and of the 
mistress over ti^e piano up stairs; add ^ to these some 
odious miniature^' of the sons' and^ daughters, on each, 
side of the chimiiey-glass ; and here, commonly (we 
appeal to the reader if this is an overcharged* picture), 
the collection ends; The faniily goes to the Exhibition 
onoe a year, to the National Gallery once in ten years : 
to the former place they have an inducement to go ; 
there are their own portraits, or the portraits of their 
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friends, or the portraits of public characters ; and you 
will see them infallibly wondering over No. 2645 in 
the catalogue, representing " The Portrait of a Lady," 
or of the " Firet Mayor of Little Pedlington since the 
passing of the Reform Bill;" or else bustling and 
squeezing among the miniatures, where lies the chief 
attraction of the Gallery. England has produced, 
owing to the effects of this class of admirers of art, 
two admirable, and five hundred very clever, portrait- 
painters. How many artists? ' Let the reader count 
upon his fingers, and see i^ living at the present mo- 
ment, he can name one for each. 

If, from this examination of our own worthy mid- 
dle classes, we look to the same class in France, what a 
difference do we find! Humble caf^s in country 
towns have their walls covered with pleasing picture 
papers, representing Zes GloiresdeP Arm^e Frangaise, 
the Seasons, the Four Quarters of the World, Cupid 
and Psyche, or some other allegory, landscape, or his- 
tor}'^, rudely painted, as papers for walls usually are ; 
but the figures are all tolerably well drawn ; and the 
common taste, which has caused a demand for such 
things, undeniable. In Paris, the manner in which 
the cafes and houses of the restaurateurs are ornament- 
ed, is, of course, a thousand times richer, and nothing 
can be more beautiful, or more exquisitely finished and 
correct, that the designs which adorn many of them. 
We are not prepared to say what sums were expended 
upon the painting of Vary's or V^foor's, of the Salle- 
Musard, or of numberless other places of public resort 
in the capital. There is many a shopkeeper whose 
aign is a very tolerable picture ; and often have we 
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stopped to admire (the reader will give us credit for 
having remained outside) the excellent workmanship 
of the grapes and vine-leaves over the door of some 
very humble, dirty, inodorous shop of a marchand de 
vin. 

These, however, serve only to educate the public 
taste, and are ornaments, for the most part, much too 
costly for the people. But the same love of ornament 
which is shown in their public places of resort, appears 
in their houses likewise ; and every one of our readers 
who has lived in Paris, in any lodging, magnificent 
or humble, with any family, however poor, may bear 
witness how profusely the walls of his smart salon in 
the English quarter, or of his little room au sixiime 
in the Pays-Latin, has been decorated with prints of all 
kinds. In the first, probably, with bad engravings on 
copper, from the bad and tawdry pictures of the artists 
of the time of the Empire ; in the latter, with gay 
caricatures of Granville or Monnier; military pieces, 
such as are dashed off by RafFet, Charlet, Vernet (one 
can hardly say which of the three designers has the 
greatest merit, or the most vigorous hand) ; or clever 
pictures from the crayon of the Deverias, the admirable 
Roqueplan, or Decamp. We have named here, we be- 
lieve, the principal lithographic artists in Paris; and 
those, as, doubtless, there are many, of our readers who 
have looked over Monsieur Aubert's portfolios, or gazed 
at that famous caricature-shop window in the Rue de Coq, 
or are even acquainted with the exterior of Monsieur De- 
laporte's little emporium in the Burlington Arcade, 
need not be told how excellent the productions of all 
these artists are, in their genre. We get, in these en- 
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gravings, the loisirs of men of genius, not tlie finikin 
performances of labored mediocrity, as with us; all 
these artists are good painters, as well as good design- 
ers; a design from them is worth a whole gross of 
Books of Beauty; and if we might raise a humble 
supplication to the artists in our own country of similar 
merit — ^to such men as Leslie, Maclise, Herbert, Catter- 
mole, and others — it would be, that they should, after 
the example of their French brethren, and of the Eng- 
lish landscape painters, take chalk in hand, produce 
their own copies of their own sketches, and never more 
draw a single Forsaken One, Rejected One, Dejected 
One, at the entreaty of any publisher, or for the pages 
of any Book of Beauty, Royalty, or Loveliness, what- 
ever. 

Can there be a more pleasing walk in the whole 
world, than a stroll through the Gallery of the Louvre, 
on a/ete-day : not to look so much at the pictures as at 
the lookers on ? Thousands of the poorer classes are 
there : mechanics in their Sunday clothes, smiling gri- 
settes, smart, dapper soldiers of the line, with bronzed 
wondering faces, marching together in little companies 
of six or seven, and stopping every now and then at 
Napoleon or Leonidas, as they appear, in proper vulgar 
heroics, in the pictures of David or Gros. The taste of 
these people will hardly be approved by the connoisseur, 
but they have a taste for art. Can the same be said of 
our lower classes, who, if they are inclined to be socia- 
ble and amused in their holidays, have no place of re- 
sort but the tap-room or tea-garden, and no food for 
conversation, except such as can be built upon the poli- 
tics or police reports of the last Sunday paper ? So much 
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has church and state puritanism done for us — so well 
has it succeeded in materializing and binding down to 
the earth the imagination of men, for which God has 
made another world (which certain statesmen take but 
too little into account) — that fair and beautiful world of 
art, in which there can be nothing selfish or sordid, of 
which Dulness has forgotten the existence, and which 
Bigotiy has endeavored to shut out from sight — 

*' On a banni lea demons et les fi^ea 
Le iraiBonner tristement s'accr^dite 
On court helas I aprte la verity 
Ah 1 croyez moi, I'erreur a son m^ritel** 

We are not putting in a plea, here, for demons and 
fairies, as Voltaire does in the above exquisite lines ; 
nor about to, expatiate on the beauties of error, for it is 
none ; but the clank of steam engines, and the shouts 
of politicians, and the struggle for gain or bread, and 
the loud denunciations of stupid bigots, have well nigh 
smothered poor Fancy among us. We boast of our 
science, and vaunt our superior morality. Does the lat- 
ter exist ? In spite of all the forms which our poUcy 
has invented to secure it — in spite of all the preachers, 
all the meeting-houses, and all the legislative enact- 
ments, if any person will take upon himself the painful 
labor of purdiasing and perusing some of the cheap 
periodical prints which form the people's Hbrary of 
amusement, and contain what may be presumed to be 
their standard in matters of imagination and fancy, he 
will see how false the claim is that we bring forward of 
superior morality. The aristocracy, who are so eager 
to maintain, were, of course, not the last to feel, the 
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annojanoe of the legislative restrictions on the Sabbath, 
and eagerly seized upon that happy inyention for dissi- 
pating the gloom and ennui ordered by Act of Parlia- 
ment to prevail on that day — the Sunday paper. It 
might be read in a club-room, where the poor could not 
see how their betters ordained one thing for the vulgar, 
and another for themselves ; or in an easy chair, in the 
study, whither my lord retires every Sunday for his de- 
votions. It dealt in private scandal and ribaldry, only 
the more piquant for its pretty flimsy veil of double en- 
iendre. It was a fortune to the publisher, and it became 
a necessary to the reader, which he could not do with- 
out, any more than without his snuff-box, his opera-box, 
or his choLSse afber coffee. The delightful novelty could 
not for any time be kept exclusively for the haut ton ; 
and from my lord it descended to his valet or tradesmen, 
and from Grosvenor-square it spread all the town 
through ; so that now the lower classes have their scan- 
dal and ribaldry organs, as well as their betters (the 
rogues, they will imitate them !) ; and, as their tastes 
are somewhat coarser than my lordls, and their num- 
bers a thousand to one, why, of course, the prints have 
increased, and the profligacy has been diffused in a ratio 
exactly proportionable to the demand, until the town is 
infested with such a number of monstrous publications 
of the kind as would have put Abb6 Dubois to the 
blush, or made Louis XV. cry shame. Talk of English 
morality ! — the worst licentiousness, in the worst period 
of the French monarchy, scarcely equalled the wicked- 
ness of this Sabbath-keeping country of ours. 

The reader will be glad, at last, to come to the con- 
clusion that we would fain draw from all these descrip- 
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tions — ^why does lliis immorality exist? Because the 
people must be amused, and have not been taught how ; 
because the upper classes, frightened by stupid cant, or 
absorbed by material want, have not as yet learned the 
refinement which only the cultivation of art can give ; 
and when their intellects are uneducated, and their tastes 
are coarse, the tastes and amvisements of classes still 
more ignorant must be coarse and vicious likewise, in 
an increased proportion. 

Such discussions and violent attacks upon high and 
low, Sabbath-bills, politicians, and what not, may appear, 
perhaps, out of place, in a few pages which purport 
only to give an account of some French drawings : all 
we would urge is, that, in France, these prints are made 
because they are liked and appreciated ; vnth us they are 
not made, because they are not liked and appreciated ; 
— and the more is the pity. Nothing merely intellect- 
ual will be popular among us : we do not love beauty 
for beauty's sake, as Germans ; or vnt, for wit's sake, as 
the French ; for abstract art we have no appreciation. 
We admire H. B.'s caricatures, because they are the 
caricatures of well-known political characters, not be- 
cause they are witty ; and Boz, because he writes us 
good palpable stories (if we may use such a word to a 
story) ; and Madame Vestris, because she has the most 
beautifully shaped legs ; — the art of the designer, the 
writer, the actress (each admirable in its way), is a very 
minor consideration ; each might have ten times the wit, 
and would be quite unsuccessful without their substan- 
tial points of popularity. 

In France such matters are far better managed, and 
the love of art is a thousand times more keen ; and 
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(from this feeling, surely) how much superiority is there 
in French society over our own ; how much better is so- 
cial happiness understood ; how much more manly equal- 
ity is there between Frenchman and Frenchman, than be- 
tween rich and poor in our own country, with all our supe- 
rior wealth, instruction, and political freedom ! There is, 
amongst the humblest, a gayety, cheerfulness, politeness, 
and sobriety, to which, in England, no class can show 
a parallel ; and these, be it remembered, are not only 
quahties for holidays, but for working-days too, and add 
to the enjoyment of human life as much as good clothes, 
good beef, or good wages. If, to our freedom, we could 
but add a little of their happiness ! — it is one, after all, 
of the cheapest commodities in the world, and in the 
power of every man (with means of gaining decent 
bread) who has the will or the skill to use it. 

We are not going to trace the history of the rise 
and progress of art in France ; our business, at present, 
is only to speak of one branch of art in that country — 
lithographic designs, and those chiefly of a humorous 
character. A history of French caricature was publish- 
ed in Paris, two or three years back, illustrated by nu- 
merous copies of designs, from the time of Henry III. 
to our own day. We can only speak of this work from 
memory, having been unable, in London, to procure the 
sight of a copy ; but our impression, at the time we saw 
the collection, was as unfavorable as could possibly be ; 
nothing could be more meagre than the wit, or poorer 
than the execution, of the whole set of drawings. Un- 
der the Empire, art, as may be imagined, was at a very 
low ebb ; and, aping the Government of the day, and 
catering to the national taste and vanity, it was a kind 
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of towdrjr caricature of the subKme, of which the pic 
tures of David and Girodet, and almost the entire col- 
lection now at the Luxembourg Palace, will give pretty- 
fair examples. Swoln, distorted, unnatural, the painting 
was something like the politics of those days ; with 
force in it, nevertheless, and something of grandeur, 
that will exist in spite of taste, and is born of energetic 
will. A man, disposed to write comparisons of charac- 
ters, might, for instance, find some striking analo^es 
between Mountebank Murat, with his irresistible bra- 
very and horsemanship, who was a kind of mixture of 
Duguesclin and Ducrow, and Mountebank David, a 
fierce, powerful painter and genius, whose idea of beauty 
and sublimity seemed to have been gamed fi-om the 
bloody melodramas on the Boulevards. Both, however, 
were great in their way, and were worshipped as gods, 
in those heathen times of false belief and hero worship. 

As for poor caricature and freedom of the press, 
they, like the rightfal princess in a fairy tale, with the 
merry fantastic dwarf, her attendant, were entirely in 
the power of the giant who ruled the land. The prin- 
cess Press was so closely watched and guarded (with 
some little show, nevertheless, of respect for her rank), 
that she dared not utter a word of her own thoughts ; 
and, for poor Caricature, he was gagged, and put out 
of the way altogether, imprisoned as completely as ever 
Asmodeus was in his phial. 

How the Press and her attendant fared, in succeed- 
ing reigns, is well known ; their condition was little bet- 
tered by the downfall of Napoleon : with the accession 
of Charles X. they were more oppressed even than 
before — ^more than they could bear ; for so hard were 
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they pressed, that, as one has seen when sailors were 
working a capstan, back of a sudden the bars flew, 
knocking to the earth the men who were endeavoring 
to work them. The Revolution came, and up sprung 
caricature in France ; all sorts of fierce epigrams were 
discharged at the flying monarch, and speedily were pre- 
pared, too, for the new one. 

About this time there lived at Paris (if our informa- 
tion be correct) a certain M, Philipon, an indifferent ar- 
tist (painting was his profession), a tolerable designer, 
and an admirable wit M. Philipon designed many 
caricatures himself; married the sister of an eminent 
publisher of prints (M. Aubert), and the two, gathering 
about them a body of wits and artists like themselves, 
set up jouAials of their own : — " La Caricature " first 
published once a week ; and the " Charivari " afterwards, 
a diiily paper, in which a design also appears daily. 

At fii-st the caricatures inserted in the " Charivari " 
were chiefly political ; and a most curious contest speed- 
ily commenced between the state and M. Philipon's lit- 
tle army in the Gal^rie Vero-Dodat. Half-a-dozen poor 
artists on the one side, and his Majesty Louis Philippe, 
his august family, and the numerous placemen and sup- 
porters of the monarchy, on the other ; it was some- 
thing like Thersites girding at Ajax, and piercing through 
the folds of the clypei septempUcis with the poisonous 
shafts of his scorn. Our French Thersites was not al- 
ways an honest opponent, it must be confessed ; and 
many an attack was made upon the gigantic enemy, 
which was cowardly, &lse, and malignant But to see 
the monster writhing under the effects of the arrow — to 
see his uncouth ftiry in return, and the blind blows that 
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he dealt at his diminutive opponent ! — not one of these 
told in a hundred ; when they did tell, it may be im- 
agined that they were fierce enough in all conscience, 
and served almost to annihilate the adversary. 

To speak more plainly, and to drop the metaphor 
of giant and dwarf, the King of the French suffered so 
much, his Ministers were so mercilessly ridiculed, his 
family and his own remarkable figure drawn with such 
odious and grotesque resemblance, in fanciful attitudes, 
circumstances, and disguises, so ludicrously mean, and 
often so appropriate, that the King was obliged to de- 
scend into the lists and battle his ridiculous enemy in 
form. Prosecutions, seizures, fines, regiments of furious 
legal officials, were first brought into play against poor 
M. Philipon and his litle dauntless troop of malicious 
artists ; some few were bribed out of his ranks ; and if 
they did not, like Gilray in England, turn their weapons 
upon their old friends, at least laid down their arms, and 
would fight no more. The bribes, fines, indictments, 
and long-tongued avocats du Rot made no impression ; 
Philipon repaired the defeat of a fine by some fresh and 
furious attack upon his great enemy ; if his epigrams 
were more covert, they were no less bitter ; if he was 
beaten a dozen times before a jury, he had eighty or 
ninety victories to show in the same field of battie, and 
every victory and every defeat brought him new sympa- 
thy. Every one who was at Paris, a few years since, 
must recollect the famous ^^ poire " which was chalked 
upon all the walls of the city, and which bore so ludi- 
crous a resemblance to Louis Philippe. The poire be- 
came an object of prosecution, and M. Philipon appear- 
ed before a jury, to answer for the crime of inciting to 
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contempt against the Eang's person, by giving such a 
ludicrous version of his face. PhilipoD, for defence, 
produced a sheet of paper, and drew a poire, a real 
large Burgundy pear ; in the lower parts round and ca- 
pacious, narrower near the stalk, and crowned with two 
or three careless leaves. " There was no treason at least 
in that" he said to the jury ; " could any one object to 
such a harmless botanical representation?^' Then he 
drew a second pear, exactly like the former, except that 
one or two lines were scrawled in the midst of it, which 
bore, somehow, a ludicrous resemblance to the eyes, 
nose, and mouth of a celebrated personage ; and, lastly, 
he drew the exact portrait of Louis Philippe ; the well 
known toup6e, the ample whiskers and jowl were there, 
neither extenuated, nor set down in malice. ^^ Can I 
help it, gentlemen of the jury, then," said he, " if his 
Majesty's face is like a pear ? Say you, yourselves, re- 
spectable citizens, is it, or is it not, like a pear ? " Such 
eloquence could not fail of its effect ; the artist was ac- 
quitted, and La Poire is immortal. 

At last came the famous September laws ; the free- 
dom of the Press, which, from August, 1830, was to be 
" d^sormais une v^rit^," was calmly strangled by the 
Monarch who had gained his crown for his supposed 
championship of it ; by his Ministers, some of whom 
had been stout republicans on paper but a few years be- 
fore : and by the Chamber, which, such is the blessed 
constitution of French elections, vnll generally vote, un- 
vote, revote in any way the Government wishes. With 
a wondrous union, and happy forgetftdness of principle, 
monarch, ministers, and deputies issued the restriction 
laws ; the Press was sent to prison ; as for the poor 
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dear Caricature, it was faMj murdered. No more po- 
litical satires appear now, and " through the eye, correct 
the heart ;" no more poires ripen on the walls of the 
metropolis ; Philipon's political occupation is gone. 

But there is always food for satire ; and the French 
caricaturists, being no longer aUowed to hold up to ridi- 
cule and reprobation the King and the deputies, have 
found no lack of subjects for the pencil in the ridicules 
and rascalities of common life. We have said that 
public decency is greater amongst the French than 
amongst us, which, to some of our readers, may appear 
paradoxical, but we shall not attempt to argue that, in 
private roguery, our neighbors are not our equals. The 
prods of Gisquet, which has appeared lately in the pa- 
pers, shows how deep the demoralization must be, and 
how a Government, based itself on dishonesty (a tyran- 
ny that is under the titie and fiction of a democracy), 
must practise and admit corruption in its own, and in 
its agents' dealings with the nation. Accordingly, of 
cheating contracts, of ministers dabbling with the funds, 
or extracting underhand profits for the granting of im- 
just privileges and monopolies, — of grasping, envious, 
police restrictions, which destroy the freedom, and, with 
it> the integrity of commerce, — those who like to exam- 
ine such details may find plenty in French history ; the 
whole French finance system has been a swindle from 
the days of Louvois, or Law, down to the present time. 
The Government swindles the public, and the small 
traders swindle their customers, on the authority and 
example of the superior powers. Hence the art of ro- 
guery, under such high patronage, maintains, in France, 
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a noble front of impudence, and a fine audacious open- 
ness, which it does not wear in our country. 

Among the various characters of roguery which the 
French satirists have amused themselves by depicting, 
there is one of which the greatness (using the word in 
the sense which Mr. Jonathan Wild gave to it) so far 
exceeds that ci all others, embracing^ as it does, all in 
turn, that it has come to be considered the type of ro- 
guery in general ; and now, just as all the political 
squibs were made to come of old from the lips of Pas- 
quin. all the reflections on the prevailinir cant, knavery, 
J^e.y,humbug, a« put J th« m^uth of MoB«e^ 
Robert Macaire. 

A play was written, some twenty years since, called 
the '^ Auberge des Adrets," in' which the characters of 
two robbers escaped from the galleys were introduced — 
Robert Macaire, the clever rogue above-mentioned, and 
Bertrand, the stupid rc^e, his friend, accomplice, butt, 
and scapegoat, on all occasions of danger. It is need- 
less to describe the play — ^a witless performance enough, 
of which the joke was Macaire^s exaggerated style of 
conversation, a farrago of all sorts of high-flown senti- 
ments, such as the French love to indulge in— oontrastr 
ed with hjs actions, which were philosophically unscrupu- 
lous ; and his appearance, which was most picturesquely 
sordid. The play had been acted, we believe, and for- 
gotten, when a very clever actor, M. Frederick Lemaitre, 
to6k upon himself the performance of the character of 
Robert Macaire, and looked, spoke, and acted it to such 
admirable perfection, that the whole town rung with 
applauses of his performances, and the caricaturists de- 
lighted to copy his singular figui-e and costume. Mr Ko- 
voL. n. 2 
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bert Macaire appears in a most picturesque green ooat, 
with a variety of rents and patches, a pair of crimson 
pantaloons ornamented in the same way, enormous 
whiskers and ringlets, an enormous stock and shirtr 
frill, as dirty and ragged as stock and shirt-frill can be, 
the relic of a hat very gayly cocked over one eye, and a 
patch to take away somewhat from the brightness of 
the other — these are the principal pUces of his costume 
— a snuff-box like a creaking warming-pan, a handker- 
chief hanging together by a miracle, and a switch of 
about the thickness of a man's thigh, formed the orna- 
ments of this exquisite personage. He is a compound 
of Fielding's " Blueskin " and Goldsmiths " Beau Tibbs." 
He has the dirt and dandyism of the one, with the fero- 
city of the other : sometimes he is made to swindle, 
but where he can get a shilling more, M. Macaire will 
murder without scruple : he performs one and the other 
act (or any in the scale between them) with a similar 
bland imperturbability, and accompanies his actions 
with such philosophical remarks as may be expected 
from a person of his talents, his energies, his amiable 
life and character. 

Bertrand is the simple recipient of Macaire's jokes, 
and makes vicarious atonement for his crimes, acting, 
in fact, the part which pantaloon performs in the panto- 
mime, who is entirely under the fatal influence of clown. 
He is quite as much a rogue as that gentleman, but he 
has not his genius and courage. So, in pantomimes (it 
may, doubtless, have been remarked by the reader), 
clown always leaps first, pantaloon following after, more 
clumsily and timidly than his bold and accomplished 
friend and guide. Whatever blows are destined for 
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clown, fall, by some means of ill luck, upon the pate of 
pantaloon : whenever the clown robs, the stolen articles 
are sure to be found in his companion's pocket ; and 
thus exactly Robert Macaire and his companion Ber- 
trand are made to go through the world ; both swind- 
lers, but the one more accomplished than the other. 
Both robbing aD the world, and Robert robbing his 
friend, and, in the event of danger, leaving him faith- 
fully in the lurch. There is, in the two characters, some 
grotesque good for the spectator — a kind of " Beggar's 
Opera " moral. 

Ever since Robert, with his dandified rags and airs, 
his cane and snuff-box, and Bertrand with torn surtout, 
and all-absorbing pocket, have appeared on the stage, 
they have been popular with the Parisians ; and with 
these two types of clever and stupid knavery, M. Phili- 
pon and his companion Daumier have created a world 
of pleasant satire upon all the prevailing abuses of the 
day. 

Almost the first figure that these audacious carica- 
turists dared to depict was a political one : in Macaire's 
red breeches and tattered coat appeared no less a person- 
age than the King himself — the old poire — in a country 
of humbugs and swindlers the facile princeps ; fit to 
govern, as he is deeper than all the rogues in his domin- 
ions. Bertrand was opposite to him, and having listen- 
ed with delight and reverence to some tale of knavery 
truly royal, was exclaiming with a look and voice ex- 
pressive of the most intense admiration, "Ah vikux 
BLAGUKUR ! va !" — the word blague is untranslatable- 
it means French humbug, as distinct from all other ; 
and only those who know the value of an epigram in 



28 THE PARIS SKETCH BOOK, 

France, an epigram so wonderfully just, a little word so 
curiously comprehensive, can fancy the kind of rage 
and rapture with which it was received. It was a blow 
that shook the whole dynasty. Thersites had there 
given such a wound to Ajax, as Hector in arms could 
scarcely have inflicted : a blow sufficient almost to create 
the madness to which the fabulous hero of Homer and 
Ovid fell a prey. 

Not long, however, was French caricature allowed 
to attack personages so illustrious : the September laws 
came, and henceforth no more epigrams were launched 
against politics ; but the caricaturists were compelled to 
confine their satire to subjects and characters that had 
nothing to do with the State. The Duke of Orleans 
was no longer to figure in lithography as the fantastic 
Prince Rosolin ; no longer were multitudes (in chalk) 
to shelter under the enormous shadow of M. d'Argout's 
nose : Marshal Lobau's squii-t was hung up in peace, 
and M. Thiers's pigmy figure, and round spectacled face, 
were no more to appear in print* Robert Macaire was 
driven out of the Chambers and the Palace — his remarks 
were a great deal too appropriate and too severe for the 
ears of the great men who congregated in those places. 

The Chambers and the Palace were shut to him ; 
but the rogue, driven out of this rogue's paradise, saw 
" that the world was all before him where to choose," 
and found no lack of opportunity for exercising his wit. 
There was the Bar, with its roguish practitioners, ras- 

* Almost all the principal public men bad been most ludi- 
crously caricatured in the " Charivari :" those mentioned above 
were usua^y depicted with the distinctive attributes mention- 
ed by us. 
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cally attorneys, stupid juries, and forsworn judges; 
there was the Bourse, with all its gambling, swindling, 
and hoaxing, its cheats and its dupes ; the Medical Pro- 
fession, and the quacks, who ruled it alternately ; the 
Stage, and the cant that was prevalent there ; the 
Fashion, and its thousand follies and extravagancies. 
Robert Macaire had all these to exploiter. Of all the 
empire, through all the ranks, professions, the lies, 
crimes, and absurdities of men, he may make sport at 
will ; of all except of a certain class. Like Bluebeard's 
wife, he may see everything, but is bidden to beware of 
the blue chamber, Robert is more wise than Bluebeard's 
wife, and knows that it would cost him his head to 
enter it. Robert, therefore keeps aloof for the moment. 
Would there be any use in his martyrdom ? Bluebeard 
cannot live for ever ; perhaps, even now, those are on 
are on their way (one sees a suspicious doud or two) 
fliat are to destroy him. 

In the meantime Robert and his friend have been fur- 
nishing the designs that we have before us, and of which, 
perhaps, the reader will be edified by a brief description. 
We are not, to be sure, to judge of the French nation 
by M. Macaire, any more than we are to judge of our 
own national morals, in the last century, by such a book 
as the " Beggars' Opera ;" but upon the morals and the 
national manners, works of satire afford a world of 
light that one would in vain look for in regular books 
of history. Doctor Smollett would have blushed to de- 
vote any considerable portion of his pages to a discus- 
sion of the acts and character of Mr. Jonathan Wild, 
such a figure being hardly admissible among the dig- 
nified personages who usually push all others out from 
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the possession of the historical page ; but a chapter of 
that gentleman's memoirs, as they are recorded in that 
exemplary recueil — the "Newgate Calendar;" nay, a 
canto of the great comic epic (involving many fables, 
and containing much exaggeration, but still having the 
seeds of truth) which the satirical poet of those days 
wrote in celebration of him — we mean Fielding's " His- 
tory of Jonathan Wild the Great" — does seem to us to 
give a more curious picture of the manners of those 
times than any recognized history of them. At the 
close of his history of George 11., Sjnollett condescends 
to give a short chapter on Literature and Manners. 
He speaks of Glover's ." Leonidas," Gibber's " Careless 
Husband," the poems of Mason, Gray, the two White- 
heads, " the nervous style, extensive erudition, and su- 
perior sense of a Cooke ; the delicate taste, the polished 
muse, and tender feeling of a Lyttelton." " King," he 
says, " shone unrivalled in Roman eloquence, the female 
sex distinguished themselves by their taste and ingenu- 
ity. Miss Carte rivalled the celebrated Dacier in learn- 
ing and critical knowledge; Mrs. Lennox signalized 
herself by many successful efforts of genius, both in 
poetry and prose ; and Miss Reid excelled the celebrated 
Rosalba in portrait painting, both in miniature and at 
large, in oil as well as in crayons. The genius of Cer- 
vantes was transferred into the novels of Fielding, who 
paiiited the characters and ridiculed the follies of life 
with equal strength, humor, and propriety. The field 
of history and biography was cultivated by many writers 
of ability, among whom we distinguish the copious 
Guthrie, the circumstantial Ralph, the laborious Carte, 
the learned and elegant Robertson, and, above all, the 
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ingenious, penetrating, and comprehensive Hume/' <fec. 
&c We will quote no more of the passage. Could a 
man in the best humor sit down to write a graver 
flatire? Who cares for the tender muse of Lyttel- 
ton ? Who knows the signal efforts of Mrs. Lennox's 
genius? Who has seen the admirable performances, 
in miniature and at large, in oil as well as in crayons, 
of a Miss Reid ? Laborious Carte, and circumstantial 
Ralph, and copious Guthrie, where are they, their 
works, and their reputation ? Mrs. Lennox's name 
is just as clean wiped out of the list of worthies as if she 
had never been bom ; and Miss Reid, though she was 
once actual flesh and blood, ^^ rival in miniature and at 
large" of the celebrated Rosalba, she is as if she had 
never been at all ; her little farthing i-ushlight of a soul 
and reputation have burnt out, and left neither wick nor 
tallow. Death, too, has overtaken copious Guthrie 
and circumstantial Ralph. Only a few know where- 
abouts is the grave where lies laborious Carte; and 
yet, O wondrous power of genius ! Fielding's men and 
women are alive, though History's are not. The pro- 
genitors of circumstantial Ralph, sent forth, after much 
labor and pains of making, educating, feeding, cloth- 
ing, a real man child, a great palpable mass of flesh, 
bones, and blood (we say nothing about the spirit), 
which was to move through the world, ponderous, writ- 
ing histories, and to die, having achieved the title of 
circumstantial Ralph; and lo! without any of the 
trouble that the parents of Ralph had undeigone, alone, 
perhaps, in a watch or spunging-house, fuddled, moat 
likely, in the blandest, easiest, and most good-humored 
way in the world, Henry Fielding makes a number of 
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men and women on so many sheets of paper, not only 
more amusing than Ralph or Miss Reid, but more like 
flesh and blood, and more alive now than they. Is not 
Amelia preparing her husband's little supper ? Is not 
Miss Snap chastely preventing the crime of Mr. Fire- 
brand? Is not Parson Adams in the midst of his 
family, and Mr. Wild taking his last bowl of punch 
with the Newgate Ordinary ? Is not every one of them 
a real substantial have-heen personage now ? — more real 
than Held or Ralph ? For our parts, we will not take 
upon ourselves to say that they do not exist somewhere 
else ; that the actions attributed to them have not real- 
ly taken place ; certain we are that they are more wor- 
tiiy of credence than Ralph, who may or may not even 
have existed, a point unworthy of disputation. As for 
Miss Reid, we will take an affidavit that neither in min- 
iature nor at large did she excel the celebrated Roeal- 
ba ; and with regard to Mrs. Lennox, we consider hear 
to be a mere figment, like Nardssa, Miss Tabitha Bram- 
ble, or any hero or heroine depicted by the historian of 
" Peregrine Pickle." 

In Hke manner, after viewing nearly ninety portraits 
of Robert Macaire and his friend Bertrand, all strongly 
resembling each. other, we are inclined to believe in 
them both as historical personages, and to canvass 
gravely the circumstances of their lives. Why should 
we not ? Have we not their portraits ? Are not they 
sufficient proofe ? K not, we must discredit Napoleon 
(as Archbishop Whately teaches), for about his figure 
and himself we have no more authentic testimony. 

Let the reality of M. Robert Macaire and his friend 
M. Bertrand be granted, if but to gratify our own fond- 
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ness for those exquisite characters ; we find the worthy 
pair in the French capital, mingling with all grades of 
its society, para magnoy in the intrigues, pleasures, per- 
plexities, rogueries, speculations, which are carried on in 
Paris, as in our own chief city ; for it need not be said 
that roguery is of no country nor clime, but finds, ck 
'ffavra^av ye irarpts ^ fiocKovaa yrj, is a citizen of all 
countries where the quarters are good ; among our mer- 
ry neighbors it finds itself very much at its ease. 

Not being endowed, then, with patrimonial wealth, 
but compelled to exercise their genins to obtain distinc- 
tion or even subsistence, we see Messrs. Bertrand and 
Macaire, by turns, adopting all trades and professions, 
and exercising each with their own peculiar ingenuity. 
As pubHc men, we have spoken already of their appear- 
ance in one or two important characters, and stated that 
the Government grew fairly jealous of them, excluding 
them from office, as the Whigs did Lord Brougham. 
As private individuals, they are made to distinguish 
themselves as the founders of journals, sod^tia en comr 
mandite (companies of which the members are irrespon- 
sible beyond the amount of their shares), and all sorts 
of commercial speculations, requiring intelligence and 
honesty on the part of the directors, confidence and lib- 
eral disbursements from the shareholders. 

These are, among the French, so numerous, and 
have been, of late years (in the shape of Newspaper 
Companies, Bitumen Companies, Galvanized-Iron Com- 
panies, Rail-road Companies, <&:^c.), pursued with such a 
blind Juror, and lust of gain, by that easily excited and 
imaginative people, that as may be imagined, the satir- 
ist has found plenty of occasion for remark, and M. 
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Macaire and his friend innumerable opportunities for 
exercising their talents. 

We know nothing of M. Emile de Girardin, except 
that, in a duel, he shot the best man in France, Armand 
Carrel ; and in Girardin's favor it must be said, that he 
had no other alternative ; but was right in provoking 
the duel, seeing that the whole Republican party had 
vowed his destruction, and that he fought and killed 
their champion, as it were. We know nothing of M. 
Girardin's private character; but as far as we can judge 
from the French public prints, he seems to be the most 
speculative of speculators, and, of course, a fair butt for 
the maUce of the caricaturists. His one great crime, in 
the eyes of the French Republicans and Republican 
newspaper proprietors, was, that Girardin set up a jour- 
nal, as he called it, ^^ frarvchement monarcMque^'* — ^a 
journal in the pay of the monarchy, that is, — ^and a 
journal that cost only forty francs by the year. The 
" National" costs twice as much ; the " Charivari" itself 
cost half as much again ; and though all newspapers, 
of all parties, concurred in " snubbing" poor M, Girar- 
din and his journal, the Republican prints were by far 
the most bitter against him, thundering daily accusa- 
tions and personalities, whether the abuse was well or 
ill founded, we know not : hence arose the duel with 
Carrel ; after the termination of which, Girardin put by 
his pistol, and vowed, very properly, to assist in the 
shedding of no more blood. Girardin had been the 
originator of numerous other speculations besides the 
journal : the capital of these, like that of the journal, 
was riused by shares ; and the shareholders, by some 
fatality, have found themselves wofully in the lurch ; 
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while Giiardin carries on the war gayly, is, or was, a 
member of the Chamber of Deputies, has money, goes 
to Court, and possesses a certain kind of reputation. 
He invented, we believe, the ^* Institution Agronomo de 
Coetbo,"* the " Physionotype," the " Journal des Con- 
noissances Utiles,^* the ^^ Pantheon Litt^raire," and the 
system of " Primes" — premiums, that is — ^to be given 
by lottery, to certain subscribers in these institutions. 
Could Robert Macaire see such things going on, and 
have no hand in them ? 

Accordingly, Messrs. Macaire and Bertrand are 
made the heroes of many speculations of the kind. In 
almost the first print of our collection, Robert discourses 
to Bertrand of his projects. *^ Bertrand,'' says the dis> 
interested admirer of talent and enterprise, "J'adore 
I'industrie. Si tu veux nous cr^ns une banque, mais 
la, une vraie banque : capital cent millions de milhons, 
cent milliards de milliards d'actions. Nous enfonqons 
la banque de France, les banquiers, les banquistes; 
nous enfonqons tout le monde." " Qui," says Bertrand, 
very calm and stupid, ^^ mais les gendarmes t" ^^ Que 
ttt es b^te, Bertrand, est ce qu'on arr^te un million- 
naire?" Such is the key to M. Macaire's philosophy; 
and a wise creed too, as times go. 

Acting on these principles, Robert appears soon 
after ; he has not created a bank, but a journal. He 
gits in a chair of state, and discourses to a shareholder. 
Bertrand, calm and stupid as before, stands humbly be- 
hind. ^*' Sir," says the editor of La Blague, journal 
quotidienne, ^ our profits arise from a new combination. 

* It is not neceeeary to enter into (iescriptions of these vari- 
ous inventions. 
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The journal costs twenty francs ; we sell it for twenty- 
three and a hal£ A million subscribers make three 
millions and a half of profits ; there are my figures ; 
contradict me by figures, or I will biing an action for 
libeL" The reader may fiincy the scene takes place in 
England, where many such a swindling prospectus has 
obtained credit ere now. At Plate 33, Robert is still a 
journalist ; he brings to the editor of a paper an article 
of his composition, a violent attack on a law. ^ My 
dear M. Macaire," says the editor, ^this must be 
changed ; we must praise this law." ^' Bon, bon T says 
our versatile Macaire, ^ Je vais retoucher ^a, et je vous 
fais en faveur de la loi un article mouseeuxy 

Can such things be? Is it possible that French 
journalists can so forget themselves? The rogues! 
they should come to England and learn consistency. 
The honesty of the Press in England is like the air we 
breathe, without it we die. No, no ! in France, the 
satire may do very well ; but for England it is too 
monstrous. Call the Press stupid, call it vulgar, call it 
violent, — ^but honest it is. Who ever heard of a journal 
changing its politics? O temporal mores/ as 
Robert Macaire says, this would be carrying the joke 
too far. 

When he has done with newspapers, Robert Ma- 
caire begins to distinguish himself on 'Change,* as a 
creator of companies, a vendor of shares, or a dabbler 
in foreign stock. "^ Buy my coal-mine shares," shouts 
Robert; '^gold mines, silver mines, diamond mines, 

* We have given a deacription of a genteel Maoaire in the 
aooount of M. de Bernard's novels. 
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' sont de la pot-bouille do la ratatouille en comparaison 
de ma houille.' Look," says he, on another occasion, 
to a very timid, open-countenanced client, ^ you hare a 
property to sell ! I have found the very man, a rich 
capitalist, a fellow whose bills are better than bank- 
notes.*^ His client sells; the bills are taken in pay- 
ment, and signed by that respectable capitalist Mon- 
sieur de Saint Bertrand. At Plate 81, we find him in- 
diting a circular letter to all the world, running thus : 
—"Sir,— I i^et to say that your application for 
shares in the Consolidated European Incombustible 
Blacking Association cannot be complied with, as all 
the shares of the 0. E. I. 6. A. were disposed of on the 
day they were issued. I have, nevertheless, registered 
your name, and in case a second series should be put 
forth, I shall have the honor of immediately giving 
you notice. I am, sir, yours <fec., the Director, Robert 
Macaire."— " Print 300,000 of these," he says to Ber- 
trand, " and poison all France with them." As usual, 
the stupid Bertrand remonstrates — " But we have not 
sold a single share ; you have not a penny in your 

pocket, and" " Bertrand, you are an ass ; do as I 

bid you." 

Will this satire apply anywhere in England ? Have 
we any consolidated Eurqpean blacking associations 
amongst us ? Have we penniless directors issuing El 
Dorado prospectuses, and jockeying their shares through 
the market ? For information on this head, we must 
refer the reader to the newspapers ; or if he be con- 
nected with the city, and acquainted with commercial 
men, he will be able to say whether all the persons 
whose names figure at the head of announcements 
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of projected companies are as rich as Rothschild, or 
quite as honest as heart could desire. 

When Macaire has sufficiently exploits the Bourse, 
whether as a gambler in the public funds, or other 
companies, he sagely perceives that it is time to turn to 
some other profession, and, providing himself with a 
black gown, proposes blandly to Bertrand to set up — ^a 
new religion. ^ Mon ami," says the repentant sinner, 
^le temps de la commandite va passer, mais les hadauds 
Tie pcuaeront pas (O rare sentence ! it should be written 
in letters of gold !) occupons nous de ce qui est ^temd. 
Si nous fassions une religion ?" On which M. Ber- 
trand remarks, " A religion ! what the devil — a re- 
ligion is not an easy thing to make." But Macaire's 
receipt is easy. ^^ Get a gown, take a shop," he says, 
" borrow some chairs, preach about Napoleon, or tlie 
discovery of America, or Moliere — and there's a re- 
ligion for you !" 

We have quoted this sentence more for the con- 
trast it offers with our own manners, than for its merits. 
After the noble paragraph, ^^ Les badauds ne passeront 
pas, occupons nous de ce qui est eternel," one would 
have expected better satire upon cant than the words 
that follow. We are not in a condition to say wheth^ 
the subjects chosen are tho^ that had been selected by 
P6re EnfEtntin, or Chatel, or Lacordaire : but the words 
are curious, we think, for the very reason that the 
satire is so poor. The fact is, there is no religion in 
Paris: even clever M. Philipon, who satirizes every- 
thing, and must know, therefore, some little about the 
subject which he ridicules, has nothing to say, but, 
'^Preach a sermon, and that makes a religion; any- 
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thing will do/' If anything wUl do, it is dear that the 
religioos commodity is not in much demand. Tartuflfe 
had better things to say about hypocrisy in his time ; 
but, then. Faith was alive : now, there is no satirizing 
religious cant in France ; for its contrary, true religion, 
has disappeared altogether ; and having no substance, 
can cast no shadow. If a satirist would 4ash the re- 
ligious hypocrites in England^ now, — ^the High-Church 
hypocrites, the Low-Church hypocrites, the promiscuous 
Dissenting hypocrites, the No-popery hypocrites, — ^he 
would have ample subject enough. In France, the re- 
ligious hypocrites went out with the Bourbons. Those 
who remain pious in that country (or, rather, we should 
say, in the capital, for of that we speak,) are unaffect- 
edly so, for they have no worldly benefit to hope for 
from their piety ; the great majority have no religion at 
all, and do not scoff at the few, for scofing is the 
minority's weapon, and is passed always to the weaker 
side, whatever that may be. Thus H. B. caricatures 
the Ministers : if by any accident that body of men 
should be dismissed from their situations, and be suc- 
ceeded by H. B.'s friends, the Tories, — what must the 
poor artist do ? He must pine away and die, if he be 
not converted ; he cannot always be paying compli- 
ments ; for caricature has a spice of Goethe's Devil in 
it, and is '^ der Geist der stets vemeint," the Spirit that 
is always denying. 

With one or two of the French writers and painters 
of caricatures, the Ejbig tried the experiment of bribery ; 
which succeeded occasionally in buying off the enemy, 
and bringing him from the republican to the royal 
camp : but when there, the deserter was never of any 
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UBe. Figaro, when so treated, grew fat and despond- 
ing, and lost all his sprightly verve; and Netnesis be- 
came as gentle as a Quakeress. But these instances of 
"ratting" were not many. Some few poets were 
bought over : but, among men following the profession 
of the press, a change of politics is an infringement of 
the point o^ honor, and a man must fiffht as well as 
apostatize. A very curious table might be made, signa- 
lizing the difference of the moral standard between us 
and the French. Why is the grossness and indelicacy, 
publicly permitted in England, unknown in France, 
where private morality is, certainly, at a lower ebb ? 
Why is the point of private honor now more rigidly 
maintained among the French ? Why is it, as it should 
be, a moral disgrace for a Frenchman to go into 
debt, and no disgrace for him to cheat his customer ? 
Why is there more honesty and less — ^more propriety 
and less ? — and how are we to account for the parti- 
cular virtues which belong to each nation in its turn ? 

The above is the Reverend M. Macaire's solitary 
exploit as a spiritual swindler : as Maitre Macaire in 
the courts of law, as avocat, avouch — in a humbler 
capacity even, as a prisoner at the bar, he distinguishes 
himself greatly, as may be imagined. On one occasion 
we find the learned gentleman humanely visiting an 
imfortunate detenu — no other person, in fact, than his 
friend M. Bertrand, who has fallen into some trouble, 
and is awaiting the sentence of the law. He begins — 

" Mon cher Bertrand, donne moi cent 6cus, je te 
£gu8 acquitter d'emblde." 

" J'ai pas d'argent." 

^^He bien, donne moi cent francs?" 
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"Pas le sou." 

**Tu n'as pas dix francs t" 

« Pas un Hard." 

" Alore donne moi tes bottes, je plaiderai la circon- 
stance attenuante.'^ 

The manner in which Mattre Macaire soars irom the 
cent icus (a high point already) to the sublime of the 
bootS) is in the best comic style. In another instance 
he pleads before a judge, and, mistaking his cHent, 
pleads for defendant, instead of plaintiff. '^ The infamy 
of the plaintiff ^8 character, my Ittds, renders his testi- 
mony on such a charge as this wholly unavailing." 
" M. Macaire, M. Macaire," cries the attorney, in a 
Mght, ** you are for the plaiotiff !" " This, my lords, is 
what the defendant mil say. This is the line of de- 
fence which the opposite party intend to pursue, as if 
danders lite these could weigh with an enlightened 
joiy, or injure the spotless reputation of my client !" 
In this story and inexpedient M. Macaire has been in- 
debted to the English bar. If there be an occupation 
for the English satirist in the exposing of the cant and 
knavery of the pretenders ci religion, what room is 
there for him to lash the infamies of the law ? On this 
point the French are babes in iniquity compared to us 
— a counsel prostituting himself for money is a matter 
with us so stale, that it is hardly food for satire : which, 
to be popular, must find some much more complicated 
and interestmg knavery whereon to exercise its skill. 

M. Macaire is more skilful in love than in law, and 
appears once or twice in a very amiable light, while un- 
der the influence of the tender passion. We find him 
at the head of one of those useful establishments un- 
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known in our country — ^a Bureau de Manage ; half a 
dozei\ of such places are daily advertised in the Journals : 
and, " une veuve de trente ans ayant une fortune de 
deux cent mille francs,^' or, " une demoiselle de quinze 
ans, jolie, d'une famille tres distingu^e, qui possede trente 
mUle livres de rentes," — continually, in this kind-hearted 
way, are offering themselves to the public ; sometimeB 
it is a gentleman, with a "physique agreable, — des 
talens de society" — and a placeunder Government, who 
makes a sacrifice of himself in a similar manner. In 
our little historical galleiy we find this philanthropic 
anti-Malthusian at the head of an establishment of this 
kind, introducing a very meek, simple-looking bachelor 
to some distinguished ladies of his ccmwnssaiMx, Let 
me present you, sir, to Madame de St. Bertrand (it is 
our old Mend), veuve de la grande arm6e, et Madlle 
Eloa de Wormspire — ces dames brulent de I'envie de 
fJGure vdtre connoissance ; je les ai invitees a diner chez 
vous ce soir, vous nous menerez a Top^ra, et nous ferons 
une petite parte d' 6carte. Tenez vous bien, M. Gobard ! 
oes dames ont des projets sur vous !*' 

Happy Gt>bard! happy system, which can thus 
bring the pure and loving together, and acts as the best 
ally of Hymen ! The announcement of the rank and 
titles of Madame de St. Bertrand — " veuve de la grande 
annde" — ^is very happy. " La grande arrn^^ has been 
a father to more orphans, and a husband to more 
widows, than it ever made. Mistresses of caf^s^ old 
governesses, keepers of boarding-houses, genteel beg- 
gars, and ladies of lower ranks still, have this favorite 
pedigree. They have all had malheurs (what kind it is 
needless to particularize), they are all connected with the 
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ffrande hommey and their &thers were all colonels. This 
title exactly answers to the ^^ clei^yman's daughter'' in 
England — ^as, " A young lady, the daughter of a cler- 
gyman, is desirous to teach," and so forth. " A cler- 
gyman's widow receives into her house a few select," 
and so forth. ^^ Appeal to the benevolent. By a se- 
ries of unheard-of calamities, a young lady, daughter 
of a clergyman in the west of England, has been plun- 
ged," (fee. (fee. The difference is curious, as indicating 
the standard of respectability. 

The male beggar of fashion is not so well known 
among us as in Paris, where street-doors are open ; six 
or eight families live in a house ; and the gentleman 
who earns his livelihood by this profession, can make 
half a dozen visits without the trouble of knocking from 
house to house, and the pain of being observed by the 
whole street, while the footman is examining him from 
the area. Some few may be seen in England about the 
inns of court, where the locaHty is favorable (where, 
however, the owners of the chambers are not prover- 
bially soft at heart, so that the harvest must be poor) ; 
but Paris is fiill of such adventurers, — ^fat, smooth- 
tongued, and well-dressed, with gloves and gUt-headed 
canes, who would be insulted almost by the offer 
of silver, and expect your gold as their right. Among 
these, of course, our friend Robert plays his part ; and 
an excellent engraving represents him, snuff-box in 
hand, advancing to an old gentleman, whom, by his 
poodle, his powdered head, and his drivelling, stupid 
look, one knows to be a Carlist of the old regime. 
" I beg pardon," says Robert ; " is it really your- 
self to whom I have the honor of speaking?" — "It 
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is." "Do you take snuff?"— "I thank you." "Sir, 
I have had misfortunes — I want assistance. I am a 
Vendean of illustrious birth. You know the family of 
Macairbec — ^we are of Brest. My grandfather served 
the King in his galleys ; my father and I belong, also, 
to the marine. Unfortunate suits at law have plunged 
us into difficulties, and I do not hesitate to ask you for 
the succor of ten francs." — " Sir, I never give to those 
I don't know." " Right, sir, perfectly right Perhaps 
you will have the kindness to lend me ten francs ?" 

The adventures of Doctor Macaire need not be de- 
scribed, because the different degi-ees in quackery, which 
are taken by that learned physician, are all well known 
in England, where we have the advantage of many 
higher degrees in the science, which our neighbor know 
nothing about We have not Hahnemann, but we 
have his disciples ; we have not Broussais, but we have 
the College of Health ; and surely a dose of Morrison's 
pills is a sublimer discovery than a draught of hot 
water. We had St. John Long, too, — ^where is his sci- 
ence ? — and we are credibly informed that some impor- 
tant cures have been effected by the inspired dignities of 
" the church" in Newman-street, which, if it continue to 
practise, will sadly interfere with the profit of the regular 
physicians, and where the miracles of the Abb6 Paris 
are about to be acted over again. 

In speaking of M. Macaire and his adventures, we 
have managed so entirely to convince ourselves of the 
reality of the personage, that we have quite forgotten to 
speak of Messrs. Philipon and Daumier, who are, the 
one the inventor, the other the designer of the Macaire 
Picture Gallery. As works of esprit, these drawings 
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are not more remaFkable than they are as works of art, 
and we never recollect to have seen a series of sketches 
possessing more extraordinary cleverness and variety. 
The countenance and figure of Macaire, and the dear 
stupid Bertrand, are preserved, of course, with great 
fideUty throughout ; but the admirable way in which 
each fresh character is conceived, the grotesque appro- 
priateness of Robert's every successive attitude and ges- 
ticulation, and the variety of Bertrand's postures of in- 
variable repose, the exquisite fitness of all the other 
characters, who act their little part and disappear from 
the scene, cannot be described on paper, or too highly 
lauded. The figures are very carelessly drawn ; but if 
the reader can understand us, all the attitudes and limbs 
are perfectly conceived^ and wonderfully natural and 
various. After pondering over these drawings for some 
hours, as we have been while compiling this notice of 
them, we have grown to believe that the personages 
are real, and the scenes remain imprinted on the brain 
as if we had absolutely been present at their acting. 
Perhaps the clever way in which the plates are colored, 
and the excellent effect which is put into each, may add 
to this illusion. Now, in looking, for instance, at H. 
B.'s slim vapory figures, they have struck us as excel- 
lent likenesses of men and women, but no more ; the 
bodies want spirit, action, and individuality : George 
Cruikshank, as a humorist, has quite as much genius, 
but he does not know the art of " effect" so well as Mon- 
sieur Daumier ; and, if we might venture to give a word 
of advice to another humorous designer, whose works 
are extensively circulated — the illustrator of " Pickwick," 
and " Nicholas Nickleby," — ^it would be to study well 
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these caricatures of Monsieur Daumier ; who, though lie 
executes very carelessly, knows very well what he would 
express, indicates perfectly the attitude and identity of 
his figure, and is quite aware, beforehand, of the eflect 
which he intends to produce. The one we should fancy 
to be a practised artist, taking his ease ; the other, a 
young one, somewhat bewildered ; a very clever one, 
however, who, if he would think more, and exaggerate 
less, would add not a little to his reputation. 

Having pursued, all through these remarks, the 
comparison between English art and French art, English 
and French humor, manners, and morals, perhaps we 
should endeavor, also, to write an analytical essay on 
English cant or humbug, as distinguished from French. 
It might be shovm that the latter was more picturesque 
and startling, the former more substantial and positive. 
It has none of the poetic flights of the French genius, 
but advances steadily, and gains more ground in the 
end than its sprightlier compeer. But such a discus- 
sion would carry us through the whole range of French 
and English history, and the reader has probably read 
quite enough of the subject in this and the foregoing 
pages. 

We shall, therefore, say no more of French and 
English caricatures generally, or of Mr. Macaire's par- 
ticular accomplishments and adventures. They are far 
better understood by examining the original pictures, by 
which Philipon and Daumier have illustrated them, than 
by translations first into print and afterwards into Eng- 
lish. They form a very curious and instructive com- 
mentary upon the present state of society in Paris, and 
a hundred years hence, when the whole of this strug- 
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gling, noisy, busy, merry race shall have exchanged 
their pleasures or occupations for a quiet coffin (and a 
tawdry lying epitaph) at Montmartre, or Pere la Chaise ; 
when the follies here recorded shall have been superse- 
ded by new ones, and the fools now so active shall have 
given up the inheritance of the world to their children ; 
the latter will, at least, have the advantage of knowing, 
intimately and exactly, the manners of life and being of 
their grandsires, and calling up, when they so choose it, 
our ghosts from the grave, to live, love, quarrel, swindle, 
suffer, and struggle on blindly as of yore. And when 
the amused speculator shall have laughed sufficiently 
at the immensity of our follies, and the paltriness of our 
aims, smiled at our exploded superstitions, wondered 
how this man should be considered great, who is now 
clean forgotten (as copious Guthrie before mentioned) ; 
how this should have been thought a patriot who is but 
a knave spouting common-place ; or how that should 
have been dubbed a philosopher who is but a dull fool, 
blinking solemn, and pretending to see in the dark ; 
when he shall have examined all these at his leisure, 
smiling in a pleasant contempt and good-humored 
superiority, and thanking Heaven for his increased lights, 
he will shut the book, and be a fool as his fathers were 
before him. 

It runs in the blood. Well hast thou said, O rag- 
ged Macaire, — "Le jour va passer, mais les badauds 
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LITTLE POmSINET. 



About the year 1760, there lived, at Paris, a little 
fellow, who was the darling of all the wags of his ac- 
quaintance. Nature seemed, in the formation of this 
little man, to have amused herseli^ by giving loose to 
half a hundred of her most comical caprices. He had 
some wit and drollery of his own, which sometimes 
rendered his sallies very amusing ; but, where his fiiends 
laughed with him once, they laughed at him a thousand 
times, for he had a fund of absurdity in himself that 
was more pleasant than all the wit in the world. He 
was as proud as a peacock, as wicked as an ape, and 
as silly as a goose. He did not possess one single grain 
of common sense ; but, in revenge, his pretensions were 
enormous, his ignorance vast, and his credulity more 
extensive still. From his youth upwards, he had read 
nothing but the new novels, and the verses in the alma- 
nacs, which helped him not a little in making, what he 
called, poetry of his own ; for, of course, our little hero 
was a poet. All the common usages of life, all the 
ways of the world, and all the customs of society, 
seemed to be quite unknown to him ; add to these good 
qualities, a magnificent conceit, a cowardice inconceiva- 
ble, and a fe«e so irresistibly comic, that every one who 
first beheld it was compelled to burst out a laughing. 
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and you wiU hare some notion of this stnuge little 
gentleman. He was very proud of his voice, and ut- 
tered all his sentences in the richest tragic tone. He 
was litde better than a dwarf; but he elevated his eye- 
brows, held up his neck, walked on the tips of his toes, 
and gave himself the airs of a giant. He had a little 
pair of bandy legs, which seemed much too short to sup- 
port any thing like a human body ; but, by the help of 
these crooked supporters, he thought he could dance 
like a Grace ; and, indeed, fanded all the graces po6si< 
ble were to be found in his person. His goggle eyes 
were always rolling about wildly, as if in correspondence 
with the disorder of his little brain ; and his counte- 
nance thus wore an expression of perpetual wonder.^, 
With such happy natural gifts, he not only fell into all 
traps that were laid for him, but seemed almost to go 
out of his way to seek them ; although, to be sure, his 
friends did not give him much trouble in that search, 
for they prepared hoaxes for him incessantly. 

One day th« wags introduced him to a company of 
ladies, who, though not countesses and princesses ex- 
actly, took, nevertheless, those titles upon themselves for 
the nonce ; and were all, for the same reason, violently 
smitten with Master Poinsinet's person. One of them, 
the lady of the house, was especially tender; and, seat- 
ing him by her side at supper, so plied him with smiles, 
ogles, and champagne, that our little hero grew crazed 
with ecstasy, and wild with love. In the midst of his 
happiness, a cruel knock was heard below, accompanied 
by quick, loud talking, swearing, and shuffling of feet : 
you would have thought a regiment was at the door. 
**0h, heavens !" cried the marchioness, starting up, and 
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giving to the hand of Poinsinet one parting squeeze ; 
«« fly — ^fljj my Poinsinet : 'tis the colonel — ^my husband 1" 
At this, each gentleman of the party rose, and, drawing 
his rapier, vowed to cut his way through the colonel and 
all his mousquetcdres, or die, if need be, by the side of 
Poinsinet. 

The little fellow was obliged to lug out his sword 
too, and went shuddering down stairs, heartily repent- 
ing of his passion for marchionesses. When the party 
arrived in the street, they found, sure enough, a dread- 
ful company of mousqitetaires, as they seemed, ready to 
oppose their passage. Swords crossed, — torches blazed ; 
and, with the most dreadful shouts and imprecations, the 
contending parties rushed upon one another : the Mends 
of Poinsinet surrounding and supporting that little 
warrior, as the French knights did King Francis at Pa- 
via, otherwise the poor fellow certainly would have fallen 
down in the gutter from fright. 

But the combat was suddenly interrupted ; for the 
neighbors, who knew nothing of the trick going on, 
and thought the brawl was real, had been screaming 
with all theu" might for the police, who began about 
tbis time to arrive. Directly they appeared, friends and 
enemies of Poinsinet at once took to their heels ; and, 
in this part of the transaction, at least, our hero himself 
showed that he was, equal to the longest-legged grena- 
dier that ever ran away. 

When, at last, those little bandy legs of his had 
borne him safely to his lodgings, all Poinsinet's friends 
crowded round him, to congratulate him on his escape 
and his valor. 



UTTLE POINSINET. 51 



^ Egad, how he pinked that great red-haired fellow I" 
said one. 

" No ; did I ?" said Poinsinet 

" Did you ? Psha I don't try to play the modeat, 
and humbug tis ; you know you did. I suppose you 
will say, next, that you were not for three minutes point 
to point with Gartentierce himself the most dreadful 
swordsman of the army." 

" Why, you see," says Poinsinet, quite delighted, 
^ it was so dark that I did not know with whom I 
was engaged ; although, corbleu, I did for one or two 
of the fellows." And after a little more of such con- 
versation, during which he was fully persuaded that he 
had done for a dozen of the enemy, at least, Poinsinet 
went to bed, his little person trembling with fright and 
pleasure ; and he fell asleep, and dreamed of rescuing 
ladies, and destroying monsters, like a second Amadis de 
Gaule. 

When he awoke in the morning, he found a party 
of his friends in his room : one was examining his coat 
and waistcoat ; another was casting many curious glances 
at his inexpressibles. " Look here !" said this gentle- 
man, holding up the garment to the light ; " one — two— - 
three gashes ! I am hanged if the cowards did not aim at 
Poinsinet's legs ! There are four holes in the sword arm 
of his coat, and seven tave gone right through coat and 
waiscoat. Good Heaven ! Poinsinet, have you had a 
sui^eon to your wounds ?" 

" Wounds !" said the little man, springing up, " I 
don't know — ^that is, I hope — ^that is — Oh Lord ! oh 
Lord ! I hope I'm not wounded !'« and, after a proper 
examination, he discovered he was not. 
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" Thank Heaven ! thank Heaven !" said one of the 
wags (who, indeed, during the slumbers of Poinsinet 
had been occupied in making these very holes through 
the gannents of that individual), " if you have escaped, 
it is by a miracle. Alas ! alas ! all your enemies have 
not been so lucky." 

" How ! is any body wounded ?" said Poinsinet. 

" My dearest friend, prepare yourself; that unhappy 
man who came to revenge his menaxied honor — that 
gallant oflScer — that injured husband, Colonel Count de 
Cartentierce " 

" WeU r 

" Is NO MORE ! he died this morning, pierced through 
with nineteen wounds from your hand, and calling upon 
his country to revenge his murder." 

When this awful sentence was pronounced, all the 
auditory gave a pathetic and simultaneous sob ; and as 
for Poinsinet, he sank back on his bed with a howl of 
terror, which would have melted a Visigoth to tears, or 
to laughter. As soon as his terror and remorse had, in 
some degree, subsided, his comrades spoke to him of 
the necessity of making his escape ; and, huddling on 
his clothes, and bidding them all a tender adieu, he set 
off, incontinently, without his breakfast, for England, 
America, or Russia, not knowing exactly which. 

One of his companions agreed to accompany him 
on a part of this journey, — that is, as far as the barrier 
of St. Denis, which is, as every body knows, on the 
high road to Dover ; and there, being tolerably secure, 
they entered a tavern for breakfast ; which meal, the 
last that he ever wat to take, perhaps, in his native city, 
Poinsinet was just about to discuss, when, behold ! a 
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gentleman entered the apartment where Poinsinet and 
his friend were seated, and, drawing from his pocket a 
paper, with " Au "Nom du Roy " flourished on the top, 
read from it, or rather from Poinsinet's own figure, his 
exact siffnalementy laid his hand on his shoulder, and 
arrested him in the name of the King, and of the Pro- 
Yost-marshal of Paris. "I arrest you, sir," said he, 
gravely, " with regret ; you have slain, with seventeen 
wounds, in single combat, Colonel Count de Cartentierce, 
one of his Majesty's household ; and, as his murderer, 
you fell under the immediate authority of the provost- 
marshal, and die without trial or benefit of clergy." 

You may fency h9w the poor little man's appetite 
fell when he heard this speech. ^' In the provost-mar- 
shal's hands I" said his friend ; " then it is all over, in- 
deed I When does my poor friend suffer, sir ?" 

" At half-past six o'clock, the day after to-morrow," 
said the officer, sittiug down and helping himself to 
wine. " But, stop," said he, suddenly ; " sure I can't 
mistake? Yes — ^no— yes, it is. My dear friend, my 
dear Durand ! don't you recollect your old schoolfellow, 
Antoine ?" And herewith the officer flung himself into 
the arms of Durand, Poinsinet's comrade, and they per* 
formed a most aiSBCting scene of friendship. 

" This may be of some service to you," whispered 
Durand to Poinsinet ; and, after some further parley, he 
asked the officer when he was bound to deliver up his 
prisoner ; and, hearing that he was not called upon to 
appear at the Marshalsea before six o'clock at night, 
Monsieur Durand prevailed upon Monsieur Antoine to 
wait until that hour, and, in the meantime, to allow his 
prisoner to walk about the town in his company. This 
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request was, with a little difficulty, granted ; and poor 

Poinsinet begged to be carried to the houses of his 
various friends, and bid them farewell. Some were 

aware of the trick that had been played upon him ; 

others were not ; but the poor little man's credulity 

was so great, that it was impossible to undeceive him ; 

and he went from house to house bewailing his fate, and 

followed by the complainant marshal's officer. 

The news of his death he received with much more 
meekness than could have been expected ; but what 
he could not reconcile to himself was, the idea of dis- 
section afterwards. " What can they want with me ?" 
cried the poor wretch, in an unusffal fit of candor. " I 
am very small, and ugly ; it would be different if I were 
a tall, fine-looking fellow." But he was given to un- 
derstand that beauty made very little difference to the 
surgeons, who, on the contrary, would, on certain occa- 
sions, prefer a deformed man to a handsome one ; for 
science was much advanced by the study of such mon- 
strosities. With this reason Poinsinet was obliged to be 
content ; and so paid his rounds of visits, and repeating his 
dismal adieus. 

The officer of the provostrmafthal, however amusing 
Poinsinet's woes might have been, began, by this time, 
to grow very weary of them, and gave him more than 
one opportunity to escape. He would stop at shop- 
windows, loiter round comers, and look up in the sky, 
but all in vain ; Poinsinet would not escape, do what 
the other would. At length, luckily, about dinner-time, 
the officer met one of Poinsinet's friends and his own ; 
and the three agreed to dine at a tavern, as they had 
breakfasted ; and there the officer, who vowed that he 
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had been up for five weeks incessantly, fell suddenly 
asleep, in the profoundest fatigue ; and Poinsinet was 
persuaded, after much hesitation on his part, to take 
leave of him. 

And now, this danger overcome, another was to be 
avoided. Beyond a doubt, the police were after him, 
and how was he to avoid them ? He must be disguised, 
of course ; and one of his friends, a tall, gaunt, lawyer's 
clerk, agreed to provide him with habits. 

So little Poinsinet dressed himself out in the clerk's 
dingy black suit, of which the knee-breeches hung down 
to his heels and the waist of the coat reached to the 
calves of his legs ; and, furthermore, he blacked his eye- 
brows, and wore a huge black periwig, in which his 
friend vowed that no one could recognize him. But the 
most painful incident, with regard to the periwig, was, 
that Poinsinet, whose solitary beauty — if beauty it 
might be called — was a head of copious, curling, yellow 
hair, was compelled to snip off every 'one of his golden 
locks, and to rub the bristles with a black dye ; " for if 
your wig were to come off," said the lawyer, " and your 
fair hair to tumble over your shoulders, every man 
would know, or at least suspect you." So off the locks 
were cut, and in his black suit and periwig Kttle Poin- 
sinet went aboad. 

EGs friends had their cue ; and when he appeared 
amongst them, not one seemed to know him. He was 
taken into companies where his character was discussed 
before, and his wonderful escape spoken of. At last 
he was introduced to the very officer of the provost- 
marshal who had taken him into custody, and who told 
him that he had been dismissed the provostfs service, 
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in ocmseqaeDoe of the escape of the prisoner. Now, 
for the first time, poor Poinsinet thought himself tole- 
rably safe, and blest his kind friends who had procured 
for him such a complete disguise. How this affair ended 
I know not, — whether some new lie was coined, to ac- 
count for his release, or whether he was simply told that 
he had been hoaxed, it mattered little ; for the little man 
was quite as ready to be hoaxed the next day. 

Poinsinet was one day invited to dine with one of 
the servants of the Tuileries ; and, before his arrival, a 
person in company had been decorated with a knot of 
lace and a gold key, such as chamberlains wear ; he 
was introduced to Poinsinet as the Count de Truchses, 
chamberlain to the King of Prussia. After dinner the 
conversation fell upon the Count's visit to Paris ; when 
his Excellency, with a mysterious air, vowed that he had 
only come for pleasure. ^^ It is mighty well," said a 
third person, " and, of course, we can't cross-question 
your Lordship too closely ;" but, at the same time, it 
was hinted to Poinsinet that a person of such conse- 
quence did not travel for nothing, with which opinion 
Poinsinet solemnly agreed ; and, indeed, it was borne 
out by a subsequent declaration of the Count, who con- 
descended, at last, to teU the company, in confidence, 
that he Tiad a mission, and a most important one — to 
find, namely, among the literary men of France, a gov- 
ernor for the Prince Royal of Prussia. The company 
seemed astonished that the King had not made choice 
of Voltaire or D'Alembert, and mentioned a dozen other 
distinguished men who might be competent to this im-> 
portant duty : but the Count, as may be imagined, found 
objections to every one of them ; and, at last, one of 
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the gaests said, that, if his Prussiaii Majesty was not 
particular as to age, he knew a person more fitted for 
the place than any other who could be found, — his hon- 
orable friend, M. Poinsinet, was the indiyidual to whom 
he alluded. 

"" Good heavens !'' cried the Count, ^ is it possible 
that the elebrated Poinsinet would take such a place \ 
I would give the world to see him I" And you may 
fancy how Poinsinet simpered and blushed when the in- 
troduction immediately took place. 

The Count protested to him that the King would be 
charmed to know him; and added, that one of his 
operas (for it must be told that our little friend was a vau- 
deville-maker by trade) had been acted seven-and-twenty 
times at the theatre at Potsdam. His Excellency then 
detailed to him all the honors and privileges which the 
governor of the Prince Royal might expect ; and all the 
guests encouraged the httle man's vanity, by asking him 
for his protection and favor. In a short time our hero 
grew so inflated with pride and vanity, that he was for 
patronizing the chamberlain himself who proceeded to 
inform him that he was furnished with all the necessary 
powers by his sovereign, who had specially enjoined 
him to confer upon the future governor of his son the 
royal order of the Black Eagle. 

Poinsinet, delighted, was ordered to kneel down; 
and the Count produced a large yellow riband, which 
he hung over his shoulder, and which was, he declared, 
the grand cordon of the order. You must fiincy Poin- 
sinet's &ce, and excessive delight at this; for as for 
describing them, nobody can. For four-and-twenty 
hours the happy chevalier paraded Paris with this fla- 
3* 
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ling yellow riband ; and he was not undecdved until his 
fiiends had another trick in store for him. 

He dined one day in the company of a man who 
understood a little of the noble art of conjuring, and 
performed some clever tricks on the cards. Poinsinet's 
organ of wonder was enormoas ; he looked on with the 
gravity and awe of a child, and thought the man's 
tricks sheer mirades. It wanted no more to set his 
companions to work. 

^^ Who is this wonderful man ?" said he to his neigh- 
bor. 

" Why," said the other, mysteriously, " one hardly 
knows who he is ; or, at least, one does not like to say 
to such an indiscreet fellow as you are." Poinsinet at 
once swore to be secret " Well, then," said his friend, 
" you will hear that man — ^that wonderful man — called 
by a name which is not his ; his real name is Aoosta : 
he is a Portuguese Jew, a Rosicrusian, a cabalist of the 
first order, and compelled to leave Lisbon for fear of the 
Inquisition. He performs here, as you see, some extra- 
ordinary things, occasionally; but the master of the 
house, who loves him excessively, would not, for the 
world, that his name should be made public." 

'^ Ah, bah !".said Poinsinet, who affected the bd es- 
prit ; " you don't mean to say that you believe in magic, 
and cabalas, and such trash ?" 

"Do I not? You shall judge for yourself;" and, 
accordingly, Poinsinet was presented to the magician, 
who pretended to take a vast liking for him, and de- 
clared that he saw in him certain marks which would 
infallibly lead him to great eminence in the magic art, 
if he chose to study it 

9* 
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Dinner was served, and Poinsinet placed by the 
side of the miracle-worker, who became very confiden- 
tial with him, and promised him — ay, before dinner was 
over — a remarkable instance of his power. Nobody, 
on this occasion, ventured to cut a single joke against 
poor Poinsinet ; nor could he fancy that any trick was 
intended against him, for the demeanor of the so- 
ciety towards him was perfectly grave and respectful, 
and the conversation serious. On a sudden, however, 
somebody exclaimed, " Where is Poinsinet ? Did any 
one see him leave the room ?" 

All the company exclaimed how singular the disap- 
pearance was ; and Poinsinet himself, growing alarmed, 
turned round to his neighbor and was about to ex- 
plain. 

" Hush 1" said the magician, in a whisper ; " I told 
you that you should see what I could do. I have made 
you invisible; be quiet, and you shall see some more 
tricks that I shall play with these fellows." 

Poinsinet remained then silent, and listened to his 
neighbors, who agreed, at last, that he was a quiet, 
orderly personage, and had left the table early, being 
unwilling to drink too much. Presently they ceased to 
talk about him, and resumed their conversation upon 
other matters. 

At first it was very quiet and grave, but the master 
of the house brought back the talk to the subject of 
Poinsinet, and uttered all sorts of abuse concerning him. 
He begged the gentleman, who had introduced such a 
little scamp into his house, to bring him thither no 
more : whereupon the other took up, warmly, Poinsi- 
net's defence ; declared that he was a man of the great- 
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est merit, frequenting the best society, and remarkable 
for bis talents as well as bis virtues. 

^ Ab r said Poinsinet to the magician, quite charmed 
at what he heard, " how ever shall I thank you, ray 
dear sir, for thus showing me who my true friends are ?" 

The magician promised him still frirtber favours in 
prospect ; and told him to look out now, for he was 
about to throw all the company into a temporary fit of 
madness, which, no doubt, would be very amusing. 

In consequence, all the company, who had heard 
every syllable of the conversation, began to perform the 
most extraordinary antics, much to the delight of Poin- 
sinet One asked a nonsensical question, and the other 
delivered an answer not at all to the purpose. K a man 
asked for a drink, they poured him out a pepper-box or 
a napkin ; they took a pinch of snuff, and swore it was 
excellent wine ; and vowed that the bread was the most 
dehdous mutton that ever was tasted. The little maa 
was delighted. 

" Ah !" said he, " these fellows are prettily punished 
for their rascally backbiting of me !'' 

" Gentlemen," said the host, " I shall now give you 
some celebrated champagne," and he poured out to 
each a glass of water. 

^ Good Heavens !' said one, spitting it out, with the 
most horrible grimace, ^^ where did you get this detesta- 
ble claret ?" 

*^ Ah, faugh !" said a second, '' I never tasted such 
vile corked burgundy in all my days !" and he threw 
the glass of water into Poinsinet's face, as did half-a- 
dozen of the other guests, drenching the poor wretch to 
the skin. To complete this pleasant illusion, two of the 
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guests fell to boxing across Poinsinet, who received a 
number of the blows, and received them with the pa- 
tience of a fakir, feeling himself more flattered by the 
precious privilege of beholding this scene invisible, than 
hurt by the blows and buffets which the mad company 
bestowed upon him. 

The fame of this adventure spread quickly over 
Paris, and all the world longed to have, at their houses, 
the representation of Poindnet the Invisible. The ser- 
vants and the whole company used to be put up to the 
trick ; and Poinsinet, who beUeved in his invisibility as 
much as he did in his existence, went about with his 
friend and protector, the magician. People, of course, 
never pretended to see him, and would very often not 
talk of him at all for some time, but hold sober conver- 
sation about any thing else in the world. When dinner 
was served, of course there was no cover laid for Poinsi- 
net, who carried about a little stool, on which he sat by 
the side of the magician, and always ate off his plate. 
Everybody was astonished at the magician's appetite, 
and at the quantity of wine he drank ; as for little 
Poinsinet, he never once suspected any trick ; and had 
such a confidence in his magician, that, I do believe, if 
the latter had told him to fling himself out of window, 
he would have done so, without the slightest trepi- 
dation. 

Among other mystifications in which the Portu- 
guese enchanter plunged him, was one which used to 
afford always a good deal of amusement. He informed 
Poinsinet, with great mystery, that ?ie was not himself: 
he was not, that is to say, that ugly, deformed, httle 
monster, called Poinsinet ; but that his birth was most 
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iUustrious, and his real name Polycarte, He was, in 
fact, the son of a celebrated magician ; but other ma^- 
dans, enemies of his father, had changed him in his 
cradle, altering his features into their present hideous 
shape, in order that a silly old fellow, called Poinsinet, 
might take him to be his own son, which little monster 
the magician had likewise spirited away. 

The poor wretch was sadly cast down at this ; for 
he tried to fancy that his person was agreeable to the 
ladies, of whom he was one of the warmest little ad- 
mirers possible : and to console him somewhat, the ma- 
gician told him that his real shape was exquisitely 
beautiful, and as soon as he should appear in it, all the 
beauties in Paris would be at his feet. But how to re- 
gain it ? " Oh, for one minute of that beauty !" cried 
the little man ; " what would he not giv^e to appear un- 
der that enchanting form !" The magician hereupon 
waved his stick over his head, pronounced some awful 
magical words, and twisted him round three times ; at 
the third twist, the men in company seemed struck with 
astonishment and envy, the ladies clasped their hands, 
and some of them kissed his. Everybody declared his 
beauty to be supernatural. 

Poinsinet, enchanted, rushed to a glass. " Fool P* 
said the magician, ^ do you suppose that you can see 
the change ? My power to render you invisible, beau- 
tiful, or ten times more hideous even than you are, ex- 
tends only to others, not to you. You may look a 
thousand times in the glass, and you will only see those 
deformed limbs and disgusting features with which 
devihsh malice has disguised you." Poor little Poinsi- 
net looked, and came back in tears. " But," resumed 
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the magician, — " ha, ha, ha ! — / know a w&j in which 
to disappoint the machinations of these fiendish magi.'^ 

" O, my benefector ! — my great master ! — for Hea- 
ven's sake tell it !" gasped Poinsinet 

" Look you — ^it is this. A prey to enchantment and 
demoniac art all your life long, you have lived until 
your present age perfectly satisfied ; nay, absolutely vain 
of a person the most singularly hideous that ever walked 
the earth !" 

"/« it?" whispered Poinsinet. "Indeed, and in- 
deed, I didn't think it so bad !" 

" He acknowledges it ! he acknowledges it !" roared 
the magician. " Wretch, dotard, owl, mole, miserable 
buzzard ! I have no reason to tdl thee now that thy 
form is monstrous, that children cry, that cowards turn 
pale, that teeming matrons shudder to behold it. It is 
not thy fault that thou art thus ungainly ; but where- 
fore so blind ? wherefore so conceited of thyself? I tell 
thee, Poinsinet, that over every fresh instance of thy 
vanity the hostile enchanters rejoice and triumph. As 
long as thou art blindly satisfied with thyself ; as long 
as thou pretendest, in thy present odious shape, to win 
the love of aught above a negress ; nay, further still, 
until thou hast learned to regard that face, as others do, 
with the most intolerable horror and disgust, to abuse 
it when thou seest it, to despise it, in short, and treat 
that miserable disguise in which the enchanters h^ve 
wrapped thee, with the strongest hatred and scorn, so 
long art thou destined to wear it." 

Such speeches as these, continually repeated, caused 
Poinsinet to be fully convinced of his ugliness ; he used 
to go about in companies, and take every opportunity 
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of inveighing against himself; he made verses and epi- 
grams against himself; he talked about "that dwarf^ 
Poinsinet ;" " that buffoon, Poinsinet ;" " that conceited 
humpbacked Poinsinet;" and he would spend hours 
before the glass, abusing his own face as he saw it re- 
flected there, and vowing that he grew handsomer at 
every fresh epithet that he uttered. 

Of coiu«e the wags, from time to time, used to give 
him every possible encouragement, and declared that, 
since this exercise, his person was amazingly improved. 
The ladies, too, began to be so excessively fond of him, 
that the little fellow was obliged to caution them at 
last — ^for the good, as he said, of society ; he recom- 
mended them to draw lots, for he could not gratify 
them all ; but promised, when his metamorphosis was 
complete, that the one chosen should become the happy 
Mrs. Poinsinet ; or, to speak more correctly, Mrs. Poly- 
carte. 

I am sorry to say, however, that, on the score of 
gallantry, Poinsinet was never quite convinced of the 
hideousness of his appearance. He had a number of 
adventures, accordingly, with the ladies ; but, strange 
to say, the husbands or fathers were always interrupting 
him. On one occasion he was made to pass the night 
in a sUpper-bath full of water ; where, although he had 
all his clothes on, he declared that he nearly caught his 
death of cold. Another night, in revenge, the poor 
fellow 

" dans le simple appareil 

Xyune beauty qu'on vient d'arracher au sommeil," 

spent a number of hours contemplating the beauty of 
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the moon on the tiles. These adventures are pretty nu- 
merous in the memoirs of M. Poinsinet ; but the fact is, 
that people in France were a great deal more philoso- 
phical in those days than the English are now, so that 
Poinsinet's loves must be passed over, as not being to 
our taste. His magician was a great diver, and told 
Poinsinet the most wonderful tales of his two minutes' 
absence under water. These two minutes, he said, 
lasted through a year, at least, which he spent in the 
company of a naiad, more beautiful than Venus, in a 
place more splendid than ev*n Versailles. Fired by the 
description, Poinsinet used to dip, and dip, but he never 
was known to make any mermaid acquaintances, al- 
though he fully believed that one day he should find 
such. 

The invisible joke was brought to an end by Poin- 
Binet's too great reliance on it; for being, as we have 
said, of a very tender and sanguine disposition, he, one 
day, fell in love with a lady in whose company he dined, 
and whom he actually proposed to embrace ; but the 
feir lady, in the hurry of the moment, forgot to act up 
to the joke ; and instead of receiving Poinsinet's salute 
with caimness, grew indignant, called him an impudent 
little scoundrel, and lent him a sound box on the ear. 
With this slap the invisibility of Poinsinet disappeared, 
the gnomes and genii left him, and he settled down 
into common life again, and was hoaxed only by vulgar 
means. 

A vast number of pages might be filled with narra- 
tives of the tricks that were played upon him ; but they 
resemble each other a good deal, as may be imagined, 
and the chief point remarkable about them is the won- 
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drous faith of Poinsinet. After being introduced to the 
Prussian ambassador at the Tuileries, he was presented 
to the Turkish envoy at the Place Vend6me, who re- 
ceived him in state, surrounded by the officers of his 
establishment, all dressed in the smartest dresses that 
the wardrobe of the Opera Comique could furnish. 

As the greatest honor that could be done to him, 
Poinsinet was invited to eat, and a tray was produced, 
on which was a delicate dish prepared in the Turkish 
manner. This consisted of a reasonable quantity of 
mustard, salt, cinnamon andTginger, nutmegs and cloves, 
with a couple of table-spoonfuls of cayenne pepper, to 
give the whole a flavor; and Poinsinet's countenance 
may be imagined when he introduced into his mouth a 
quantity of this exquisite compound. 

" The best of the joke was," says the author who 
records so many of the pitiless tricks practised upon 
poor Poinsinet, " that the little man used to laugh at 
them afterwards himself with perfect good humor ; and 
lived in the daily hope that, from being the sufferer, he 
should become the agent in these hoaxes, and do to 
others as he had been done by." Passing, therefore, 
one day, on the Pont Neuf, with a fidend, who had 
been one of the greatest performers, the latter said to 
him, " Poinsinet, my good fellow, thou hast suffered 
enough, and thy sufferings have made thee so wise and 
cunning, that thou art worthy of entering among the 
initiated, and hoaxing in thy turn." Poinsinet was 
charmed ; he asked when he should be initiated, and 
how ? It was told him that a moment would suffice, 
and that the ceremony might be performed on the spot 
At this news, and according to order, Poinsinet flung 



UTTLE POINSINET. 6Y 

himself straightway on his knees in the kennel; and 
the other, drawing his sword, solemnly initiated him 
into the sacred order of jokers. From that day the lit- 
tle man beUeved himself received into the society ; and 
to this having brought him, let us bid him a respectful 
adieu. 
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It was the hour of the night when there be none stir- 
ring save churchyard ghosts — when all doors are closed 
except the gates of graves, and all eyes shut but the 
eyes of wicked men. 

When there is no sound on the earth except the 
ticking of the grasshopper, or the croaking of obscene 
frogs in die poole. 

And no light except that of the blinking starres, 
and the wicked and devilish wills-o'-the-wisp, as they 
gambol among the marshes, and lead good men 
astraye. 

When there is nothing moving in heaven except 
the owle, as he flappeth along lazily ; or the magician, 
as he rides on his infernal broomsticke, whistling 
through the aire like the arrowes of a Yorkshire ar- 
chere. 

It was at this hour (namely, at twelve o'clock of 
the night), that two beings went winging through the 
black clouds, and holding converse with each other. 

Now the first was Mercurius, the messenger, not of 
gods (as the heathens feigned), but of daemons ; and 
the second, with whom he held company, was the soul 
of Sir Roger de RoUo, the brave knight Sir Roger 
was Count of Chauchigny, in Champagne ; Seigneur of 



THE devil's wager. 69 



Santerre ; Villacerf and aultre lieux. But the great die 
as well as the humble ; and nothing remained of brave 
Roger, now, but his coffin and his deathless soul. 

And Mercurius, in order to keep fast the, soul, his 
companion, had bound him round the neck with his 
tail ; which, when the soul was stubborn, he would draw 
so tight as to strangle him well nigh, sticking into him 
the barbed point thereof; whereat the poor soul, Sir 
RoUo, would groan and roar lustily. 

Now they two had come, together, from the gates 
of purgatorie, being bound to those regions of fire and 
flame where poor sinners fry and roast in ssecula saecu- 
lorum. 

"" It is hard,'' said the poor Sir Rollo, as they went 
gliding through the clouds, " that I should thus be con> 
demned for ever, and all for want of a single ave." 

" How, Sir Soul," said the daemon, " you were on 
earth so wicked, that not one, or a million of aves, could 
suffice to keep from hell-flame a creature like thee ; 
but, cheer up and be merry ; thou wilt be but a subject 
of our lord the Devil, so am I; and, perhaps, thou wilt 
be advanced to posts of honor, as am I also ;" and to 
shew his authoritie, he lashed with his tail the ribbes of 
the wretched Rollo. 

'* Nevertheless, sinner as I am, one more ave would 
have saved me; for my sister, who was abbess of St 
Mary of Chauchigny, did so prevail, by her prayer and 
good works, for my lost and wretched soul, that every 
day I felt the pains of purgatory decrease ; the pitch- 
forks which, on my first entry, had never ceased to vex 
and torment my poor carcass, were now not applied 
above once a-week ; the roasting had ceasM, the boiling 
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had discontinued ; only a certain warmth was kept up, 
to remind me of my situation." 

^' A gentle steve," said the daemon. 

^* Yea, truly, I was but in a stew, and all from the 
effects of the prayers of my blessed sister. But yester- 
day, he who watched me in purgatory told me, that yet 
another prayer from my sister, and my bonds should be 
unloosed, and I, who am now a devil, should have been 
a blessed angel." 

" And the other ave ?" said the demon. 

" She died, sir — ^my sister died — death choked her 
in the middle of the prayer." And hereat the wretched 
spuit began to weepe and whine piteously; his salt 
tears falling over his beard, and scalding the tail of 
Mercurius the devil." 

^' It is, in truth, a hard case," said the diemon ; 
^ but I know of no remedy save patience, and for that 
you will have an excellent opportunity in your lodgings 
below." 

"' But I have relations," said the Earl ; ^'my kinsman 
Randal, who has inherited my lands, will he not say a 
prayer for his uncle ?" 

" Thou didst hate and oppress him when living." 

" It is true ; but an ave is not much ; his sister, my 
niece, Matilda — " 

" You shut her in a convent, and hanged her lover." 

" Had I not reason ? besides, has she not others ?" 

" A dozen, without doubt." 

" And my brother, the prior ?" 

" A liege subject of my lord the Devil ; he never 
opens his mouth, except to utter an oath, or to swallow 
a cup of wine.'" 
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" And yet, if but one of these would but say an ave 
for me, I should be saved." 

" Aves with them are raras aves," replied Mercurius, 
wagging his tail right waggishly ; " and, what is more, 
I will lay thee any wager that not one of these will say 
a prayer to save thee." 

" I would wager wilUngly," responded he of Chau- 
chigny ; " but what has a poor soul like me to stake ?" 

" Every evening, after the day's roasting, my lord 
Satan giveth a cup of cold water to his servants ; I will 
bet thee thy water for a year, that none of the three 
will pray for thee." 

"Done!" said Rollo. 

" Done !" said the daemon ; " and here, if I mistake 
not, is thy castle of Chauchigny," 

Indeed, it was true. The soul, on looking down, 
perceived the tall towers, the courts, the stables, and the 
fair gardens of the castle. Although it was past mid- 
night, there was a blaze of light in the banqueting-hall, 
and a lamp burning in the open window of the Lady 
Matilda. 

" With whom shall we begin ?" said the daemon, 
" with the Baron or the lady ?" 

" With the lady, if you wiU." 

" Be it so ; her window is open, let us enter." 

So they descended, and entered silently into Matilda's 
chamber. 

« «r « «r « «r 

The young lady's eyes were fixed so intently on a 
little clock, that it was no wonder that she did not per^ 
ceive the entrance of her two visitors. Her fair cheek 
rested on her white arm, and her white arm on the 
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cushion of a great chair, in which she sat, pleasantly 
supported by sweet thoughts and swans'-down : a lute 
was at her side, and a book of prayers lay under the 
table (for piety is always modest). Like the amorous 
Alexander, she sighed and looked (at the clock) — and 
sighed for ten minutes or more, when she soMy breathed 
the word " Edward !" 

At this the soul of the Baron was wroth. " The 
jade is at her old pranks," said he to the devil ; and 
then, addressing Matilda: "I pray thee, sweet niece, 
turn thy thoughts for a moment from that villanous 
page, Edward, and give them to thine affectionate uncle.^ 

When she heard the voice, and saw the awful ap- 
parition of her uncle (for a year's sojourn in purgatory 
had not increased the comeliness of his appearance), she 
started, screamed, and, of course, fainted. 

But the devil Mercurius soon restored her to herself. 
" What's o'clock ?" said she, as sDon as she had recovered 
'from her fit : " Is he come ?" 

" Not thy lover, Maude, but thine uncle — ^that is, his 
soul. For the love of Heaven, listen to me: I have 
been frying in purgatory for a year past, and should 
have been in heaven but for the want of a single ave." 

" I will say it for thee to-morrow, uncle." 

"To-night, or never." 

" Well, to-night be it :" and she requested the devil 
Mercurius to give her the prayer-book from under the 
table; but he had no sooner touched the holy book 
than he dropped it with a shriek and a yell. " It was 
hotter," he said, "than his master. Sir Lucifer's, own 
particular pitchfork." And the lady was forced to begin 
her ave without the aid of her missal. 
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At the oommencement of her devotions the diemoii 
retired, and carried with him the anxious soul of poor 
Sir Roger de RoUo. 

The lady knelt down — she sighed deeply ; she looked 
again at the clock, and b^an — 

"Ave Maria." 

When a lute was heard under the window, and a 
sweet voice singing — 

'' Hark P said Matilda. 

Now the toils of day are over, 

And the sun hath sunk to rest^ 
Seeking, like a fiery lover. 

The boeom of the blushing west — 
The fiuthful night keeps watch and ward. 

Raising the moon, her silver shield. 
And summoning the stars to guard 

The dnmbers of my fi&ir Mathilde I 

" For mercy's sake T said Sir RoUo, " the ave first, 
and next the song." 

So Matilda again dutifully betook her to her devo- 
tions, and began — 

" Ave Maria, Gratiil Plena I" but the music began 
again, and the prayer ceased of course. 

The fiuthful night I Now all things lie 

Hid by her mantle dark and dim, 
In pious hope I hither hie, 

And humbly chaunt mine ev'ning hymn. 
Ilion art my prayer, my saint^ my shrine t 

(For never holy pilgrim kneeVd, 
Or wept^ at feet more pure than thine,) 

My virgin lov«, my sweet Mathilde ! 

VOL. II. 4 
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" Virgin love !" said the Baron ; " upon my soul, 
this is too bad !" and he thought of the lady's lover 
whom he had caused to be hanged. 

But she only thought of him who stood singing at 
her window. 

" Niece Matilda !" cried Sir Roger, agonizedly, " wilt 
thou listen to the lies of an impudent page, whilst thine 
unde is waiting but a dozen words to make him happy ?" 

At this Matilda grew angry : " Edward is neitlier 
impudent nor a liar, Sir Uncle, und I will listen to the 
end of the song." 

" Come away," said Mercurius, " he hath yet /^ot 
wield, field, sealed, congealed, and a dozen other rhj*/4*«s 
beside ; and after the song will come the supper." 

So the poor soul was obliged to go ; while the )"-dy 
listened, and the page sung away till morning. 

If It Ht Ht * It 

"My virtues have been my. ruin," said poor Sir 
Rollo, as he and Mercurius slunk silently out of the 
window. " Had I hanged that knave Edward, as 1 did 
the page, his predecessor, my niece would have sung 
mine ave : I should have been by this time an angel in 
heaven." 

" He is reserved for wiser purposes," responded the 
devil: "he will assassinate your successor, the lady 
Mathilde's brother ; and, in consequence, will be hanged. 
In the love of the lady he will be succeeded by a 
gardener, who will be replaced by a monk, who will 
give way to an ostler, who will be deposed by a Jew 
pedlar, who shall, finally, yield to a noble earl, the future 
husband of the fair Mathilde. So that, you see, instead 
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of having one poor soul a-frying, we may now look for- 
ward to a goodly harvest for our lord the Devil." 

rhe soul of the Baron began to think that his com- 
panion knew too much for one who would make fair 
bets ; but there was no help for it ; he would not, and 
he could not, cry oflf: and he prayed inwardly that the 
brother might be found more pious than the sister. 

But there seemed little chance of this. As they 
crossed the court, lackeys, with smoking dishes and full 
jugs, passed and repassed continually, although it was 
long past midnight On entering the hall, they found 
Sir Randal at the head of a vast table, surrounded by a 
fiercer and more motley collection of individuals than 
had congregated there even in the time of Sir RoUo. 
The lord of the castle had signified that " it was his 
royal pleasure to be drunk," and the gentlemen of his 
train had obsequiously followed their master. Mercurius 
was delighted with the scene, and relaxed his usually 
rigid countenance into a bland and benevolent smile, 
which became him wonderfully. 

The entrance of Sir Roger, who had been dead about 
a year, and a person with hoofe, horns, and a tail, rather 
disturbed the hilarity of the company. Sir Randal 
dropped his cup of wine ; and Father Peter, the confes- 
sor, incontinently paused in the midst of a profane song, 
with which he was amusing the society. 

" Holy Mother !" cried he, " It is Sir Roger." 

" Alive !" screamed Sir Randal. 

" No, my lord," Mercurius said ; " Sir Roger is dead, 
but cometh on a matter of business ; and I have the 
honor to act as his counsellor and attendant." 

" Nephew," said Sir Roger, " the daemon saflfc 
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justly ; I come on a trifling afifistir^ in which thy service 
is essential.'' 

" I will do anything, unde, in my power." 
"Thou canst give me life, if thou wilt?" But Sir 
Randal looked very blank at this proposition. '^ I mean 
life spiritual, Randal," said Sir Roger ; and thereupon 
he explained to him the nature of the wager. 

Whilst he was telling his story, his companion 
Mercurius was playing all sorts of antics in the hall ; 
and, by his wit and fun, became so popular with this 
godless crew, that they lost all the fear which his first 
appearance had given them. The friar was wonderfully 
taken with him, and used his utmost eloquence and 
endeavours to convert the devil ; the knights stopped 
drinking to listen to the argument ; tlie men-at-arms 
forbore brawling ; and the wicked little pages crowded 
round the two strange disputants, to hear their edifying 
discourse. The ghostly man, however, had little chance 
in the controversy, and certainly little learning to carry 
it on. Sir Randal interrupted him. " Father Peter," 
said he, " our kinsman is condemned for ever, for want 
of a single ave : wilt thou say it for him ?" " Willingly, 
my lord," said the monk, "with my book;" and, 
accordingly, he produced his missal to read, without 
which aid it appeared that the holy father could not 
manage the desired prayer. But the crafty Mercurius 
had, by his devilish art, inserted a song in the place of 
the ave, so that Father Peter, instead of chaunting a 
hymn, sang the following irreverent ditty : 

Some love the matin-chimes^ which tell 
% The hour of prayer to sinner ; 
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But better &r'8 the mid-day bell, 

Which speaks the hour of dinner * 
For when I see a smoking fish. 

Or capon drown'd in gravy, 
Or noble haunch on silver dish. 

Foil glad I sing mine ave. 

My pulpit is an alehouse bench, 

Whereon I sit so jolly ; 
A smiling rosy countiy wench 

My saint and patron holy. 
I kiss her cheek so red and sleek, 

I press her ringlets wavy, 
And in her willing ear I speak 

A most religious ave. 

And if Tm blind, yet Heaven is kind. 

And holy saints forgiving ; 
For sure he leads a right good life 

Who thus admires good Hying. 
Above, they say, our flesh is air. 

Our blood celestial ichor : 
O grant I 'mid all the changes there. 

They may not change our liquor! 

And with this pious wish the holy confessor tumbled 
under the table in an agony of devout drunkenness; 
whilst the knights, the men-at-arms, and the wicked 
little pages, rang out the last verse with a most melo- 
dious and emphatic glee. "I am sorry, fair uncle," 
hiccupped Sir Randal, "that, in the matter of the ave, 
we could not oblige thee in a more orthodox manner; 
but the holy father has failed, and there is not another 
man in the hall who hath an idea of a prayer." 

"It is my own fault," said Sir RoUo, "for I hanged 
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the last confessor." And he wished his nephew a surly 
good-night, as he prepared to quit the room. 

" Au revoir, gentlemen,*' said the devil Mercurius ; 
and once more fixed his tail round the neck of his dis- 
appointed companion. 

^ * * * * * 

The spirit of poor Rollo was sadly cast down ; the 
devil, on the contrary, was in high good humor. He 
wagged his tail with the most satisfied air in the world, 
and cut a hundred jokes at the expense of his poor 
associate. On they sged, cleaving swiftly througli the 
cold night-winds, fiightening.the birds that were roost- 
ing in the woods, and the owls who were watching in 
the towers. 

In the twinkling of an eye, as it is known, devils 
can fly hundreds of miles: so that almost the same 
beat of the clock which left these two in Champagne, 
foimd them hovering over Paris. They dropped into 
the court of the Lazarist Convent, and winded their 
way, through passage and cloister, until they reached 
the door of the prior's cell. 

Now the prior, RoUo's brother, was a wicked and 
malignant sorcerer; his time was spent in conjuring 
devils and doing wicked deeds, instead of fasting, 
scourging, and singing holy psalms: this Mercurius 
knew ; and he, therefore, was fully at ease as to the final 
result of his wager with poor Sir Roger. 

" You seem to be well acquainted with the road," 
said the knight. 

"I have reason," answered Mercurius, "having, for 
a long period, had the acquaintance of his reverenGe^ 
your brother; but you have little chance with him." 
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" And why ?" said Sir EoUo. 

'^He is under a bond to my master, never to say a 
prayer, or else his soul and his body are forfeited at 
once." 

** Why, thou false and traitorous devil 1" said the 
enraged knight; *'and thou knewest this when we 
made our wager?" 

" Undoubtedly : do yau suppose I would have done 
«o, had there been any chance of losing ?" 

And with this they arrived at Father Ignatius's 
loor. 

"Thy cursed presence threw a spell on my niece, 
and stopped the tongue of my nephew's chaplain ; I do 
believe that had I seen either of them alone, my wager 
had been won." 

" Certainly ; therefore I took good care to go with 
thee : however, thou mayest see the prior alone, if thou 
wilt ; and lo ! his door is open. I will stand without 
for five minutes, when it will be time to commence our 
journey." 

It was the poor Baron's last chance : and he entered 
his brother's room more for the five minutes' respite than 
from any hope of success. 

Father Ignatius, the prior, was absorbed in magic 
calculations : he stood in the middle of a circle of skulls, 
with no garment except his long white beard, which 
reached to his knees ; he was waving a silver rod, and 
muttering imprecations in some horrible tongue. 

But Sir Rollo came forward and interrupted his 
incantation. "I am," said he, "the shade of thy 
brother Roger de Rollo; and have come, from pure 
brotherly love, to warn thee of thy fate." 
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" Whence earnest thou ?" 

^^From the abode of the blessed m Paradise," 
replied Sir Roger, who was inspved with a sudden 
thought; ^4t was but five minutes ago that the Patron 
Saint of thy church told me of thy danger, and of thy 
wicked compact' with the fiend. *Go,' said he, 'to tby 
miserable brother, and tell him that there is but one 
way by which he may escape from paying the awful for- 
feit of his bond.' " 

" And how may that be ?" said the prior ; ** the 
false fiend hath deceived me; I have given him my 
soul, but have received no worldly benefit in return. 
Brother ! dear brother ! how may I escape ?" 

^ I will tell thee. As soon as I heard the voice ci 
blessed St Mary Lazarus (the worthy £arl had, at a 
pinch, coined the name of a saint), I left the clouds, 
where, with other angels, I was seated, and sped hither 
to save thee. 'Thy brother,' said the Saint, 'hath but 
one day more to live, when he will become for ail 
eternity the subject of Satan ; if he would escape, he 
must boldly break his bond, by saying an ave.' " 

"It is the express condition of the agreement," said 
the unhappy monk, "I must say no prayer, or that 
instant I become Satan's, body and soul." 

"It is the express condition of the Saint," answered 
Roger, fiercely: "pray, brother, pray, or thou art lost 
for ever." 

So the foolish monk knelt down, and devoutly sung 
out an ave. " Amen I" said Sir Roger, devoutly. 

"Amen!" said Mercurius, as suddenly coming 
behind, he seized Ignatius by his long beard, and flew 
up with him to the top of the chm-ch-steeple. 
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The monk roared, and screamed, and swore against 
Ins brother; but it was of no avail. Sir Roger smiled 
kindly on him, and said, '*Do not fret, brother; it must 
have come to this in a year or two." 

And he flew alongside of Mercurius to the steeple- 
top : but this time the devil had not his taU round his 
neck. "I will let thee off thy bet," said he to the 
daemon, for he could afford, now, to be generous. 

"I believe, my lord," said the daemon, politely, 
"that our ways separate here." Sir Roger sailed gaUy 
upwards ; while Mercurius, having bound the miserable 
monk faster than ever, he sunk downwards to earth, 
and, perhaps, lower. Ignatius was heard roaring and 
screaming as the devil dashed him against the iron 
spikes and buttresses of the church. 

The moral of this story will be given in the second 
edition. 
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I donV know an impression more curious than that 
which is formed in a foreigner's mind, who has been 
absent from this place for two or three years, returns to 
it, and beholds tlie change which has taken place in the 
mean time, in French ^hions and ways of thinking. 
Two years ago, for instance, when I left the capital, I 
left the young gentlemen of France with their hair 
brushed, en toupee in front, and the toes of their boots 
round; now the boot toes are pointed, and the hair 
combed flat, and, parted in the middle, Mk in ringlets 
on the fashionable shoulders ; and, in like manner, with 
books as with boots, the fashion has changed considei^ 
ably, and it is not a littla curious to contrast the old 
modes with the new. Absurd as was the literary 
dandyism of those days, it is not a whit less absurd 
now: only the manner is changed, and our versatile 
Frenchmen have passed from one caricature to another. 
The revolution may be called a caricature of fi-ee- 
dom, as the empire was of glory : and what they borrow 
from foreigners undergoes the same process. They take 
top-boots and Macintoshes from across the water, and 
caricature our &shions; Uiey read a littie, very little, 
Shakspeare, and caricature our poetry: and while in 
David's time art and religion were only a caricature of 
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Heathenism; now, on the contrary, these two com- 
modities are imported from Germany; and distorted 
caricatures originally, are still farther distorted on pass- 
ing the frontier. 

I trust in Heaven that German art and religion will 
take no hold in our country (where there is a fund of 
roast beef^ that will expel any such humbug in the end) ; 
but these sprightly Frenchmen have relished the 
mystical doctrines mightily; and having watched the 
Germans, with their sanctified looks, and quaint imita- 
tions of the old times, and mysterious transcendental 
talk, are aping many of their fiishions, as well and 
solemnly as they can ; not very solemnly, God wot ; 
for I think one should always prepare to grin when a 
Frenchman looks particularly grave, being sure that 
there is something false and ridiculous lurking under the 
owl-like solemnity. 

When last in Paris, we were in the midst of what 
was called a Catholic reaction. Artists talked of faith 
in poems and pictures ; churches were built here and 
there; old missals were copied and purchased; and 
numberless portraits of saints, with as much gilding 
about them as ever was used in the fifteenth century, 
appeared in churches, ladies' boudoirs, and picture-shops. 
One or two fashionable preachers rose, and were eagerly 
followed ; the very youth of the schools gave up their 
pipes and billiards for some time, and flocked in crowds 
to N6tre Dame, to sit under the feet of Laoordaire. I 
went to visit the church of N6tre Dame de Lorrette, 
yesterday, which was finished in the heat of this Ca- 
tholic rage, and was not a little struck by the similarity 
of the place to the worship celebrated in it, and the ad- 
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mirable manner in which the architect has caused his 
work to express the public feeling of the moment It 
18 a pretty little bijou of a church : it is supported by 
sham marble pillars ; it has a gaudy ceiling of blue and 
gold, which wt1\ look very well for som^ time ; and is 
filled with gaudy pictures and carvings, in the very pink 
of the mode. The oongr^ation did not offer a bad 
illustration of the present state of Catholic reaction. 
Two or three stray people were at prayers ; there was 
no service; a few countrymen and idlers were staring 
about at the pictures ; and the Swiss, the paid guardian 
of the place, was comfortably and appropriately asleep 
on his bench at the door. I am inclined to think the 
fiunous reaction is over: the students have taken to 
their Sunday pipes and billiards again ; and one or two 
ca£gs have been established, within the last year, that 
are ten times handsomer than N6tre Damede Lorrette. 
However, if the immortal Gdrres and the German 
mystics have had their day, there is the immortal Gothe, 
and the Pantheists; and I incline to think that the 
fiishion has set very strongly in their favor. Voltaire 
and the Encydopsedians are voted, now, barbares, and 
there is no term of reprobation strong enough for heartr 
less Humes and Helvetiuses, who lived but to destroy, 
and who only thought to doubt Wretched as Voltaire's 
sneers and puns are, I think there is something more 
manly and earnest even in them, than in the present 
muddy French transcendentalism. Pantheism is the 
word now ; one and all have begun to ^ouver the besom 
of a religious sentiment ; and we are deluged with a 
host of gods accordingly. Monsieur de Balzac feels 
himself to be inspired ; Victor Hugo h a god; Madame 
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Sand is a god ; that tawdry man of genius, Jules Janin, 
who writes theatrical reviews for the "Debats," has 
divine intimations ; and there is scarce a beggarly, 
beardless scribbler of poems and prose, but tells you, in 
his preface, of the saintet^ of the acxerdoce litt^raire ; 
or a dirty student, sucking tobacco and beer, and reeling 
home with a grisette from the chaumidre, who is not 
convinced of the necessity of a new " Messianism," and 
will hiccup, to such as will listen, chapters of his own 
drunken Apocalypse. Surely, the n^atives of the old 
days were far less dangerous than the assertions of the 
present ; and you may fancy what a religion that must 
be, which has such high priests. 

There is no reason to trouble the reader with details 
of the lives of many of these prophets and expounders 
of new revelations. Madame Sand, for instance, I do 
not know personally, and can only speak of her from 
report True or false, the history, at any rate, is not 
very edifying ; and so may be passed over : but, as a 
certain great philosopher told us, in very humble and 
simple words, that we are not to expect to gather grapes 
from thorns, or figs from thistles; we may, at least, 
demand, in all persons assuming the character of 
moralist or philosopher— order, soberness, and regularity 
of life ; for we are apt to distrust the intellect that we 
fancy can be swayed by circumstance or passion ; and 
we know how circumstance and passion tinll sway the 
intellect; how mortified vanity will form excuses for 
itself; and how temper turns angrily upon conscience, 
that reproves it How often have we called our judge 
our enemy, because he has given sentence against us I 
— ^How often have we called the right wrong, because 
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the right condemns us ! And in the lives of nuinj of 
the bitter foes of the Christian doctrine, can we find no 
personal reason for their hostility ? The men in Athens 
said it was out of r^ard for religion thai they^-murdered 
Socrates ; but we have had time, since then, to re-con- 
sider the verdict ; and Socrates' character is pretty pure 
now, in spite of the sentence and the jurjr of those days. 

The Parisian philosophers will attempt to explain to 
you the changes through which Madame Sand's mind 
has passed, — ^the initiatory trials, labors, and sufferings 
which she has had to go through, — before she reached her 
present happy state of mental illumination. She teaches 
her wisdom in parables, that are, mostly, a couple of 
volumes long ; and began, first, by an eloquent attack 
on marriage, in the charming novel of ^'Indiana.'' 
" Pity," cried she, " for the poor woman who, united to 
a being whose brute force makes him her superior, 
should venture to break the bondage which is imposed 
on her, and allow her heart to be free." 

In support of this claim of pity, she writes two y(A- 
umes of the most exquisite prose. What a tender, suf- 
fering creature is Indiana ; how little her husband ap- 
preciates that gentleness which he is crushing by his 
tyranny and brutal scorn ; how natural it is that, in the 
absence of his sympathy, she, poor, clinging, confiding 
creature, should seek elsewhere for shelter ; how cautious 
should we be, to call criminal — ^to visit with too heavy 
a censure — ^an act which is one of the natural impulses 
of a tender heart, that seeks but for a worthy object of 
love. But why attempt to tell the tale of beautiful In- 
diana ? Madame Sand has written it so well, that not 
the hardest-hearted husband in Christendom can fail to 
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be touched by her sorrows, though he may refuse to 
listen to her argument. Let us grant, for argument's 
sake, that the laws of marriage, especially the French 
laws of marriage, press very cruelly upon unfortunate 
women. 

But if one wants to have a question of this, or any 
nature, honestly argued, it is better, surely, to apply to 
an indifferent person for an umpire. For instance, 
the stealing of pocket-handkerchiefs or snuff-boxes, 
may, or may not, be vicious ; but if we, who have not 
the wit, or will not take the trouble to decide the 
question ourselves, want to hear the real rights of the 
matter, we should not, surely, apply to a pickpocket to 
know what he thought on the point. It might natu- 
rally be presumed that he would be rather a preju- 
diced person — particularly as his reasoning, if successful, 
might get him out of gaol. This is a homely illustra- 
tion, no doubt: all we would urge by it, is, that 
Madame Sand having, according to the French news- 
papers, had a stem husband ; and also having, accord- 
ing to the newspapers, sought " sympathy" elsewhere, 
her arguments may be considered to be somewhat 
partial, and received with some little caution. 

And tell us who have been the social reformers ? — 
the haters, that is, of the present system, according to 
which we live, love, marry, have children, educate 
them, and endow them — are they pure themselves ? I 
do believe not one ; and directly a man begins to quar- 
rel with the world and its ways, and to lift up, as he 
calls it, the voice of his despair, and preach passionately 
to mankind about this tyranny of faith, customs, laws ; 
if we examine what the personal character of the 
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preacher is, we begin pretty clearly to understand the 
valae of the doctrine. Any one can see why Rousseau 
should be such a whimpering reformer, and Byron such 
a free and easy misanthropist, and why our accomplish- 
ed Madame Sand, who has a genius and eloquence 
inferior to neither, should take the present condition of 
mankind (French-kind) so much to heart, and labor 
so hotly to set it right. 

After ^ Indiana" (which, we presume, contains the 
lady's notions upon wives and husbands) came ^* Valen- 
tine," which may be said to exhibit her doctrine, in 
regard of young men and maidens, to whom the au- 
thor would accord, as we fancy, the same tender 
license. " Valentine" was followed by " Lelia," a won- 
derful book indeed, gorgeous in eloquence, and rich in 
magnificent poetry; a regular topsyturvyfication of 
morality, a thieves' and prostitutes' apotheosis; this 
book has received some late enlargements and emen- 
dations by the writer ; it contains her notions on mor- 
als, and, as we have said, are so peculiar, that, alas ! 
th^ can only be mentioned here, not particularized ; 
but, of " Spiridion," we may write a few pages, as it 
is her religious manifesto. 

In this work, the lady asserts her pantheistical doc- 
trine, and openly attacks the received Christian creed. 
She declares it to be useless now, and unfitted to the 
exigencies and the d^ree of culture of the actual 
world ; and, though it would be hardly worth while to 
combat her opinions in due form, it is, at least, worth 
while to notice them, not merely from the extraordi- 
nary eloquence and genius of the woman herself but 
because they express the opinions of a great number o^ 
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people besides; for she not only produces her own 
thoughts, but imitates those of others very eagerly : and 
one finds, in her writings, so much similarity with others : 
or, in others, so much resemblance to her, that the 
book before us may pass for the expressions of the 
sentiments of a certain French party. 

" Dieu est mort," says another writer of the same 
class, and of great genius too. — "Dieu est mort," 
writes Mr. Henry Heine, speaking of the Christian 
God; and he adds, in a daring figure of speech, — 
^N'entendez vous pas sonner la Clochette ?— -on porte 
les sacremens k un Dieu qui se meurt !" Another of 
the pantheist poetical philosophers, Mr. Edgar Quinet, 
has a poem, in which Christ and the Virgin Mary are 
made to die similarly, and the former is classed with 
Prometheus. This book of "Spiridion" is a continua- 
tion of the theme, and, perhaps, you will listen to some 
of the author's expositions of it. 

It must be confessed that^e controversialists oi 
the present day, have an eminent advantage over theix 
predecessors in the days of folios : it required some 
Lming then, to write a book; and Ze time, M 
least ; — ^for the veiy labor of writing out a thousand 
such vast pages would demand a considerable period. 
But now, in the age of duodecimos, the system is re* 
formed altogether: a male or female controversialist 
draws upon his imagination, and not his learning; 
makes a story instead of an argument, and, in the 
course of 150 pages (where the preacher has it all his 
own way) will prove or disprove you anything. And, 
to our shame be it said, we Protestants have set the 
example of this kind of proselytiam — ^thoee detestable 
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mixtureB of truth, lies, false-sentiment, fidse-reasoning, 
bad grammar, correct and genuine philanthropy and 
piety — ^I mean our religious tracts, whidi any woman 
or man, be he ever so sUly, can take upon himself to 
write, and sell for a penny, as if religious instruction 
were the easiest thing in the world. We, I say, have 
set the example in this kind of composition, and all 
the sects of the earth will, doubtless, speedily follow it. 
I can point you out blasphemies, in famous pious tracts, 
that are as dreadfid as those above mentioned ; but this 
is no place for such discussions, and we had better turn 
to Madame Sand. As Mrs. Sherwood expounds, by 
means of many touching histories and anecdotes of little 
boys and girls, her notions of church history, church 
catechism, church doctrine ; — as the author of ^ Father 
Clement, a Roman CathoUc Story," demolishes the 
stately structure of eighteen centuries, the mighty and 
beautiful Roman Catholic faith, in whose bosom repose 
so many saints and sages, — ^by the means of a three- 
and-sixpenny duodecimo volume, which tumbles over 
the vast £Etbric, as David's pebble stone did Goliath ; — 
as, again, the Roman Catholic author of "■ Geraldine," 
falls foul of Luther and Calvin, and drowns the awful 
echoes of their tremendous protest by the sounds of 
her little half-crown trumpet ; in like manner, by 
means of pretty sentimental tales, and cheap apologues, 
Mrs. Sand proclaims her truth — that we need a new 
Messiah, and that the Christian reUgion is no more! 
O awfiil, awfiil name of God ! Light unbearable ! 
Mystery un&thomable ! Vastness immeasurable ! — 
Who are those who come forward to explain the mys- 
tery, and gaze unblinking into the depths of the light, 
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and measure the immeasurable vastness to a hair ? O 
name, that God's people of old did fear to utter ! light, 
that God's prophet would have perished had he seen I 
Who are these that are now so familiar with it? — 
Women, truly, for the most part, weak women — weak 
in intellect, weak, mayhap, in spelling and grammar, 
but marvellously strong in taith. Women, who step 
down to the people with stately step and voice of au- 
thority, and deliver their twopenny tablets, as if there 
were some Divine authority for the wretched nonsense 
recorded there ! 

With r^ard to the spelling and granmiar, our 
Parisian P3rthoness stands, in goodly fellowship, re- 
markable. Her style is a noble, and, as far as a for- 
eigner can judge a strange tongue, beautiftilly rich and 
pure. She has a very exuberant imagination, and, 
with it, a very chaste style of expression. She never 
scarcely indulges in declamation, as other modem pro- 
phets do, and yet her sentences are exquisitely melo- 
dious and full. She seldom runs a thought to death 
(afier the manner of some prophets, who, when they 
catch a little one, toy with it until they kill it), but she 
leaves you at the end of one of her brief, rich, melan- 
choly sentences, with plenty of food for future cogita- 
tion. I can't express to you the charm of them ; they 
seem to me like the sound of country bells — provoking I 
don't know what vein of musing and meditation, and 
falling sweetly and sadly on the ear. 

This wonderful power of language must have been 
felt by most people who read Madame Sand's first 
books, " Valentine" and " Indiana :" in " Spiridion," it 
is greater, I think, than ever : and for those who are 



92 THE PARIS BKETCH BOOK. 

not afi*aid of the matter of the novel, the manner will 
be fomid most delightful. The author's intention, I 
presume, is to describe, in a parable, her notions of the 
downfall of the Catholic church ; and, indeed, of the 
whole Christian scheme : and she places her hero in a 
monastery in Italy, where, among the characters about 
him, and the events which occur, the particular tenets 
of Madame Dudevant's doctrine are not inaptly laid 
down. Innocent, faithful, tender-hearted, a young 
monk, by name Angel, finds himself when he has 
pronounced his vows, an objecUof aversion and hatred 
to the godly men whose lives he so much respects, and 
whose love he would make any sacrifice to win. After 
enduring much, he flings himself at the feet of his 
confessor, and begs for his sympathy and counsel ; but 
the confessor spurns him away, and accuses him, fierce- 
ly, of some unknown and terrible crime — ^bids him 
never to return to the confessional until contrition has 
touched his heart, and the stains which sully his spirit 
are, by sincere repentance, washed away. 

" Thus speaking," says Angel, " Father Hegesippus 
tore away his robe, which I was holding in my suppli- 
cating hands. In a sort of wildness I still grasped it 
tighter : he pushed me fiercely from him, and I fell 
with my face towards the ground. He quitted me, 
closing violently after him the door of the sacristy, in 
which this scene had passed. I was left alone in the 
darkness. Either from the violence of my fall, or the 
excess of my grief, a vein had burst in my throat, and 
a hemorrhage ensued. I had not the force to rise; 
I felt my senses rapidly sinking, and, presently, I lay 
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Rtretdied on the pavement, unoonscious, bathed in my 
blood." 

[Now the wonderful part of the story begins.] 
^* I know not how much time I passed in this way. 
As I came to myself I felt an agreeable coolness. It 
seemed as if some hannonious air was playing round 
about me, stirring gently in my hair, and dr3dng the 
drops of perspiration on my brow. It seemed to ap- 
proach, and then again to withdraw, breathing now 
sofUy and sweetly in the distance, and now returning, 
as if to give me strength and courage to rise. 

" I would not, however, do so as yet ; for I felt 
mjTself, as I lay, under the influence of a pleasure quite 
new to me ; ^ and listened, in a kind of peaceful aber- 
ration, to the gentle murmurs of the summer wind, as 
it breathed on me through the closed window-blinds 
above me. Then I fancied I heard a voice that spoke 
to me from the end of the sacristy : it whispered so low 
that I could not catch the words. I remained motion- 
less, and gave it my whole attention. At last I heard, 
distinctly, the following sentence : — * Spirit of Truthj 
raise up these victims qf ignorance and imposture.^ 
* Father Hegesippus,' said I, in a weak voice, * is that 
you who are returning to me V But no one answered. 
I lifted myself on my hands and knees, I listened again, 
but I heard nothing. I got up completely, and looked 
about me : I had fallen so near to the only door in this 
little room, that none, after the departure of the con- 
fessor, could have entered it without passing over me; 
besides, the door was shut, and only opened from the 
inside by a strong lock of the ancient shape. I touch- 
ed it, and assured myself that it was closed. I was 
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seized with terror, and, for some moments, did not dare 
to move. Leaning against the door, I looked round, 
and endeavored to see into the gloom in which the 
angles of the room were enveloped. A pale light, 
which came from an upper window, half closed, was to 
he seen trembling in the midst of the apartment. The 
wind beat the shutter to and fro, and enlarged or dimin- 
ished the space through which the light issiied. The 
objects which were in this half-light — ^the praying-desk, 
surmounted by its skull — a few books lying on the 
benches — a surplice hanging against the wall — seemed 
to move with the shadow of the foliage that the air 
agitated behind the window. When I thought I was 
alone, I felt ashamed of my former timidity ; I made 
the sign of the cross, and was about to move forward 
in order to open the shutter altogether, but a deep sigh 
came from the praying-desk, and kept me nailed to 
my place. And yet I saw the desk distinctly enough 
to be sure that no person was near it Then I had an 
idea which gave me courage. Some person, I thought, 
is behind the shutter, and has been saying his prayers 
outside without thinking of me. But who would be 
so bold as to express such wishes and utter such a 
prayer as I had just heard ? 

" Curiosity, the only passion and amusement per- 
mitted in a cloister, now entirely possessed me, and I 
advanced towards the window. But I had not made a 
step when a black shadow, as it seemed to me, detaching 
itself from the praying-desk, traversed the room, direct- 
ing itself towards the window, and passed swiftly by 
me. The movement was so rapid that I had not time 
to avoid what seemed a body advancing towards me, 
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and my fright was so great, that I thought I should 
faint a second time. But I felt nothing, and, as if the 
shadow had passed through me, I saw it suddenly dis- 
appear to my left. 

" I rushed to the window, I pushed back the blind 
with precipitation, and looked round the sacristy: I 
was there, entirely alone. I looked into the garden — 
it was deserted, and the mid-day wind was wandering 
among the flowers. I took courage, I examined all 
the corners of the room ; I looked behind the praying- 
desk, which was very large, and I shook all the sacer- 
dotal vestments which were hanging on the walls; 
everything was in its natural condition, and could give 
me no explanation of what had just occurred. The 
sight of all the blood I had lost, led me to fancy that 
my brain had, probably, been weakened by the hemor- 
rhage, and that I had been a prey to some delusion, f 
retired to my cell, and remained shut up there until 
the next day." 

I don't know whether the reader has been as much 
struck with the above mysterious scene as the writer 
has ; but the fancy of it strikes me as very fine : and 
the natural supematuralness is kept up in the best 
style. The shutter swaying to and fro, the fitftil light 
appearing over the furniture of the room, and giving 
it an air of strange motion — the awful shadow which 
passed through the body of the timid young novice — 
are surely very finely painted. " I rushed to ihe shut- 
ter, and flung it back ; there was no one in the sacristy. 
J. looked into the garden; it was deserted, and the 
mid-day wind was roaming among the flowers." The 
dreariness is wonderfully described : only the poor 
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pale boy looking eagerly out from the window of the 
sacristy, and the hot mid-day wind walking in the 
solitary garden. How skilfully is each of these little 
strokes dashed in, and how well do all together com- 
bine to make a picture ! But we must have a little 

more about Spiridion's wonderful visitant 

« « « * * « 

" As I entered into the garden, I stept a little on 
one side, to make way for a person whom I saw before 
me. He was a young man of surprising beauty, and 
attired in a foreign costume. Although dressed in the 
large black robe which the superiors of our order wear, 
he had, underneath, a short jacket of fine doth, fasten- 
ed round the waist by a leathern belt, and a buckle of 
silver, after the manner of the old German students. 
Like them, he wore, instead of the sandals of our 
monks, short tight boots ; and over the collar of lus 
shirt, which fell on his shoulders and was as white as 
snow, hung, in rich golden curls, the most beautiful 
hair I ever saw. He was tall, and his elegant posture 
seemed to reveal to me that he was in the habit of 
commanding. With much respect, and yet uncertain, 
I half saluted him. He did not return my salute ; but 
he smiled on me with so benevolent an air, and at the 
same time, his eyes, severe and blue, looked towards 
me with an expression of such compassionate tendei^ 
ness, that his features have never since then passed 
away from my recollection. I stopped, hoping he 
would speak to me, and persuading myselfi from the 
majesty of his aspect, that he had the power to protect 
me ; but the monk, who was walking behind me, and 
who did not seem to remark him in the least, forced 
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him brutally to step aside from the walk, and pushed 
me so rudely as almost to cause me to fall. Not wish- 
ing to engage in a quarrel with this coarse monk, I 
moved away ; but, after having taken a few steps in 
the garden, I looked back, and saw the unknown still 
gazing on me with looks of the tenderest solicitude. 
The sun shone full upon him, and made his hair look 
radiant He sighed, and lifibed his fine eyes to heaven, 
as if to invoke its justice in my £Eivor, and to call it to 
bear witness to my misery ; he turned slowly towards the 
sanctuary, entered into the quire, and was lost, present- 
ly, in the shade. I longed to return, in spite of the 

« 

monk, to follow this noble stranger, and to tell him my 
afflictions ; but who was he, that I imagined he would 
listen to them, and cause them to cease ? I felt, even 
while his softness drew me towards him, that he still 
inspired me with a kind of fear ; for I saw in his phys- 
iognomy as much austerity as sweetness." 

% * * % * 

Who was he ? — ^we shall see that He was some- 
body very mysterious indeed ; but our author has ta- 
ken care, after the manner of her sex, to make a very 
pretty fellow of him, and to dress him in the most 
becoming costumes possible. 

« • « 4e « «r 

The individual in tight boots and rolling collar, 
with the copious golden locks, and the solemn blue 
eyes, who had just gazed on Spiridion, and inspired 
him with such a feeling of tender awe, is a much more 
important personage than the reader might suppose at 
first sight. This beautiful, mpterious, dandy ghost, 
whose costume, with a true woman's coquetry, Mad- 

VOL. II. 5 
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ame Dudeyant has so rejoiced to describe — ^is her re- 
ligious type, a mystical representation of Faith strug- 
gling up towards Truth, through superstition, doubt, 
fear, reason, — ^in tight inexpressibles, with ** a belt such 
as is worn by the old German students." You will 
pardon me for treating such an awful person as this 
somewhat lightly ; but there is always, I think, such a 
dash of the ridiculous in the French sublime, that the 
critic should try and do justice to both, or he may fail 
in giving a fair account of either. This character of 
Hebronius, the type of Mrs. Sand's convictions — ^if con- 
victions they may be called — or, at least, the allegory 
under which her doubts are represented, is, in parts, 
very finely drawn ; contains many passages of truth, 
very deep and touching, by the side of others so entire- 
ly absurd and unreasonable, that the reader's feelin^^ 
are continually swaying between admiration and some- 
thing very like contempt — always in a kind of wonder 
at the strange mixture before him. But let us hear 
Madame Sand : — 

" Peter Hebronius," says our author, " was not origi- 
nally so named. His real name was Samuel. He was 
a Jew, and born in a little village in the neighborhood 
of Innspruck. His family, which possessed a considera- 
ble fortune, left him, in his early youth, completely free 
to his own pursuits. From infancy he had shown that 
these were serious. He loved to be alone ; and passed 
his days, and sometimes his nights, wandering among 
the mountains and valleyB in the neighborhood of his 
birth-place. He would often sit by the brink of torrents, 
listening to the voice of their waters, and endeavoring 
to penetrate the meaning which Nature had hidden in 
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those >K>iiBds. As he adyanced in years his inquiries 
became more curious and more grave. It was neces- 
sary that he should receive a solid education, and his 
parents sent him to study in the German universities. 
Luther had been dead only a century, and his words 
and his memory still lived in the enthusiasm of his 
disciples. The new faith was strengthening the con- 
quests it had made ; the Reformers were as ardent as in 
the first days, but their ardor was more enlightened and 
more measured. Proselytism was still carried on with 
zeal, and new converts were made every day. In listen- 
ing to the morality and to the dogmas which Lutheran- 
ism had taken fi*om Catholicism, Samuel was filled with 
admiration. His bold and sincere spirit instantly com- 
pared the doctrines which were now submitted to him, 
With those in the belief of which he had been bred ; 
and, enlightened by the comparison, was not slow to 
acknowledge the inferiority of Judaism. He said to 
himself, that a religion made for a single people, to the 
exclusion of all others, — which onlv offered a barbarous 
justice for rule of conduct, — ^which neither rendered the 
present intelligible or satisfactory, and left the future 
uncertain,— could not be that of noble souls and lofty 
intellects ; and that he could not be the God of truth 
who had dictated, in the midst of thunder, his vacilla- 
ting will, and had called to the performance of his nar^ 
row wishes the slaves of a vulgar terror. Always con- 
versant with himself, Samuel, who had spoken what he 
thought, now performed what he had spoken, and, a 
year after his arrival in Germany, solemnly abjured Ju- 
daism, and entered into the bosom of the reformed 
Church. As he did not wish to do things by halves, and 
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mixtures of truth, lies, false-sentiment, felse-reasoning, 
bad grammar, correct and genuine philanthropy and 
piety — I mean our religious tracts, which any woman 
or man, be he ever so silly, can take upon himself to 
write, and sell for a penny, as if religious instruction 
were the easiest thing in the world. We, I say, have 
set the example in this kind of composition, and all 
the sects of the earth will, doubtless, speedily follow it 
I can point you out blasphemies, in famous pious tracts, 
that are as dreadful as those above mentioned ; but this 
is no place for such discussions, and we had better turn 
to Madame Sand. As Mrs. Sherwood expounds, by 
means of many touching histories and anecdotes of Uttle 
boys and girls, her notions of church history, church 
catechism, church doctrine ; — as the author of ^ Father 
Clement, a Roman Catholic Story ,^' demolishes the 
stately structure of eighteen centuries, the mighty and 
beautiful Roman Catholic faith, in whose bosom repose 
so many saints and sages, — ^by the means of a three- 
andnsixpenny duodecimo volume, which tumbles over 
the vast fabric, as David^s pebble stone did Goliath ; — 
as, again, the Roman Catholic author of ^^ Geraldine,'' 
falls foul of Luther and Calvin, and drowns the awfiil 
echoes of their tremendous protest by the sounds of 
her little half-crown trumpet ; in like manner, by 
means of pretty sentimental tales, and cheap apologues, 
Mrs. Sand proclaims her truth — that we need a new 
Messiah, and that the Christian religion is no more! 
O awfiil, awful name of God ! Light unbearable ! 
Mystery un&thomable ! Vastness immeasurable ! — 
Who are those who come forward to explain the mys- 
tery, and gaze unblinking into the depths of the light, 
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and measure the immeasurable vastuess to a hair ? O 
name, that God's people of old did fear to utter ! O %ht, 
that God's prophet would have perished had he seen 1 
Who are these that are now so familiar with it? — 
Women, truly, for the most part, weak women — weak 
in intellect, weak, mayhap, in spelling and grammar, 
but marvellously strong in taith. Women, who step 
down to the people with stately step and voice of au- 
thority, and deliver their twopenny tablets, as if there 
were some Divine authority for the wretched nonsense 
recorded there ! 

With regard to the spelling and grammar, our 
Parisian Pythoness stands, in goodly fellowship, re- 
markable. Her style is a noble, and, as far as a for- 
eigner can judge a strange tongue, beautifully rich and 
pure. She has a very exuberant imagmation, and, 
with it, a very chaste style of expression. She never 
scarcely indulges in declamation, as other modem pro- 
phets do, and yet her sentences are exquisitely melo- 
dious and full. She seldom runs a thought to death 
(after the manner of some prophets, who, when they 
catch a little one, toy with it until they kill it), but she 
leaves you at the end of one of her brief, rich, melan- 
choly sentences, with plenty of food for future cogita- 
tion. I can't express to you the charm of them ; they 
seem to me like the sound of country bells — ^provoking I 
don't know what vein of musing and meditation, and 
felling sweetly and sadly on the ear. 

This wonderful power of language must have been 
felt by most people who read Madame Sand's first 
books, " Valentine" and " Indiana :" in " Spiridion," it 
18 greater, I think, than ever : and for those who are 
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desired as much as was in him to put off the old man 
and lead a new life, he changed his name of Samuel to 
that of Peter. Some time passed, during which he 
strengthened and instructed himself in hs new religion. 
Very soon he arrives at the point of searching for ob- 
jections to refute, and adversaries to overthrow. Bold 
and enterprising, he went at once to the strongest, and 
BosBuet was the first Catholic author that he set him- 
self to read. He commenced with a kind of disdain ; 
believing that the faith which he had just embraced 
contained the pure truth, he despised all the attacks 
which could be made against it, and laughed already at 
the irresistible arguments wbich he was to find in the 
works of the Eagle of Meaux. But his mistrust and 
irony soon gave place to wonder first, and then to ad- 
miration : he thought that the cause pleaded by such 
an advocate must, at least, be respectable ; and, by a 
natural transition, came to think that great geniuses 
would only devote themselves to that which was great. 
He then studied Catholicism with the same ardor and 
impartialitywhich he had bestowed on Lutheranism. He 
went into France to gain instruction from the professors 
of the Mother Church, as he had from the Doctors of 
the reformed creed in Germany. He saw Arnauld, 
Fenelon, that second Gregory of Nazianzen, and Bos- 
suet himself. Guided by these masters, whose virtues 
made him appreciate their talents the more, he rapidly 
penetrated to the depth of the mysteries of the Catholic 
doctrine and morality. He found in this religion, all 
that had for him constituted the grandeur and beauty 
of Protestantism, — the dogmas of the Unity and Eter- 
nity of God, which the two religions had borroweil from 
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Judaism ; and, what ssemed the natural consequence of 
the last doctrine — a doctrine, however, to which the 
Jews had not arrived— the doctrine of the immortality 
of the soul ; free will in this life ; in the next, recom- 
pense for the good, and punishment for the evil. He 
found, more pure, perhaps, and more elevated in Catho- 
licism than in Protestantism, that sublime morality 
which preaches equality to man, fraternity, love, charity, 
renouncement of selt^ devotion to your neighbor : Ca- 
tholicism, in a word, seemed to possess that vast formula, 
and that vigorous unity, which Lutheranisra wanted. 
The latter had, indeed, in its favor the liberty of inquiry, 
which is also a want of the human mind ; and had pro- 
claimed the authority of individual reason : but it had 
80 lost that which is the necessary basis and vital con- 
dition of all revealed religion — ^the principle of infalli- 
bility ; because nothing can live except in virtue of the 
laws that presided at its birth ; and, in consequence, one 
revelation cannot be continued and confirmed without 
another. Now, infallibility is nothing but revelation 

continued by God, or the Word, in the person of his 
vicars. 

* * He * * 

**.At last, after much reflection, Hebronius acknow- 
ledged himself entirely and sincerely convinced, and 
received baptism from the hands of Bossuet. He added 
the name of Spiridion to that of Peter, to signify that 
he had been twice enlightened by the Spirit. Resolved 
thenceforward to consecrate his life to the worship of 
the new God who had called him to Him, and to the 
study of His doctrines, he passed into Italy, and, with 
the aid of a large fortune, which one of his uncles, a 
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Catholic like himself, had left to him, he built this con- 
vent, where we now are." 

* * 4t * 4e * 

A friend of mine, who has just come from Italy, says 

that he has left there Messrs. S p r P ^1 and 

W. Dr d, who were the lights of the great church 

in Newman-street, who were themselves apostles, and 
declared and believed that every word of nonsense which 
fell from their lips was a direct spiritual intervention. 
These gentlemen have become Puseyites already, and 
are, my friend states, in the high way to Catholicism. 
Madame Sand herself was a Catholic some time since : 
having been converted to that faith along with M. 

N , of the Academy of Music; Mr. L , the 

pianoforte player; and one or two other chosen indi- 
viduals, by the famous Abbe de la M . Abbe de 

la M (so told me, in the Diligence, by a priest, who 

read his breviary and gossiped alternately very curi- 
ously and pleasantly) is himself an ame perdue: the 
man spoke of his brother clergyman with actual horror; 
and it certainly appears that the Abbe's works of con- 
version have not prospered ; for Madame Sand having 
brought her hero (and herself, as we may presume) to 
the point of Catholicism, proceeds directly to dispose of 
that as she has done of Judaism and Protestantism, and 
will not leave, of the whole fabric of Christianity, a sin- 
gle stone standing. 

I think the fate of our English Newman-street apos- 
tles, and M. de la M , the mad priest, and his con- 
gregation of mad converts, should be a warning to such 
of us as are inclined to dabble in religious speculations ; 
for, in them, as in all others, our flighty brains soon 
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lose themadyes, and we find our reason speedily lying 
prostrate at the mercy of our passions; and I think 
that Madame Sand's novel of Spiridion may do a vast 
deal of good, and bears a good moral with it ; though 
not such an one, perhaps, as our fair philosopher in- 
tended. For anything he learned, Samuel-Peter-Spiri- 
dion-Hebronius might have remained a Jew from the 
beginning to the end^ Wherefore be in such a hurry 
to set up new faiths ? Wherefore, Madame Sand, try 
and be so preternaturally wise ? Wherefore be so eager 
to jump out of one religion, for the purpose of jumping 
into another ? See what good this philosophical friski- 
ness has done you, and on what sort of ground you are 
oome at last You are so wonderfully sagacious, that 
you flounder in mud at every step ; so amazingly clear- 
sighted, that your eyes cannot see an inch before you, 
having put out, with that extinguishing genius of yours, 
every one of the lights that are sufficient for the conduct 
of common men. And for what? Let our friend 
Spiridion speak for himself. After setting up his con- 
vent, and filling it with monks, who entertain an im- 
mense respect for his wealth and genius. Father Hebro- 
nius, unanimously elected prior, gives himself up to 
fiirther studies, and leaves hia monks to themselves. 
Industrious and sober as they were, originally, they 
grow quickly intemperate and idle; and Hebronius, 
who does not appear among his fiock until he has freed 
himself of the Catholic religion, as he has of the Jewish 
and the Protestant, sees, with dismay, the evil condition 
of his disciples, and regrets, too late, the precipitancy 
by which he renounced, then and for ever, Christianity. 
^^ But, as he had no new religion to adopt in its place. 
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and as, grown more prudent and calm, he did not wish 
to accuse himself unnecessarily, once more, of incoi - 
Rtancy and apostacy, he still maintained all the extericr 
forms of the worship which inwardly he had abjured. 
But it was not enough for him to have quitted error, it 
was necessary to discover truth. But Hebronius had 
well look round to discover it; he could not find 
any thing that resembled it. Then commenced for him 
a series of sufferings, unknown and terrible. Placed 
face to face with doubt, this sincere and religious spirit 
was frightened at its own solitude ; and as it had no 
other desire or aim on earth than truth, and nothing 
else here below interested it, he lived absorbed in his 
own sad contemplations, looking ceaselessly into the 
vague that surrounded him like an ocean without 
bounds, and seeing the horizon retreat and retreat as 
ever he wished to near it Lost in this immense uncer- 
tainty, he felt as if attacked by vertigo, and his thoughts 
whirled within his brain. Then, fatigued with his vain 
toils and hopeless endeavors, he would sink down 
depressed, unmanned, life-wearied, only living in the 
sensation of that silent grief which he felt and could not 
comprehend." 

It is a pity that this hapless Spiridion, so eager in 
his passage from one creed to another, and so loud in 
his profession of the truth, wherever he fancied that he 
had found it, had not waited a little, before he avowed 
himself either Catholic or Protestant, and impHcated 
others in errors and follies which might, at least, have 
been confined to his own bosom, and there have lain 
comparatively harmless. In what a pretty state, for 
instance, will Messrs. Dr d and P 1 have left 
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their Newman-street congregation, who are still plunged 
in their old superstitions, from which their spiritual 
pastors and masters have been set free ! In what a 
state, too, do Mrs. Sand and her brother and sister 
philosophers. Templars, Saint Simonians, Fourierites, 
Lerouxites, or whatever the sect may be, leave the un- 
fortunate- people who have listened to their doctrines, 
and who have not the opportunity, or the fiery versa- 
tility of belief, which carries their teachers from one 
creed to another, leaving only exploded lies and useless 
recantations behind them ! I wish the State would 
make a law that one individual should not be allowed 
to preach more than one doctrine in his life ; or, at any 
rate, should be soundly corrected for every change of 
creed. How many charlatans would have been si- 
lenced, — ^how much conceit would have been kept with- 
in bounds, — ^how many fools, who are dazzled by fine 
sentences, and made drunk by declamation, would have 
remained quiet and sober, in that quiet and sober way 
of faith which their fathers held before them. How- 
ever, the reader will be glad to learn that, after aU his 
doubts and sorrows, Spiridion does discover the truth 
(the truth, what a wise Spiridion !), and some discretion 
with it; for, having found among his monks, who are 
dissolute, superstitious — and all hate him — one only 
being, Fulgentius, who is loving, candid, and pious, he 
says to him — " If you were like myself, if the first want 
of your nature were, like mine, to know, I would, with- 
out hesitation, lay bare to you my entire thoughts. I 
would make you drink the cup of truth, which I myself 
have filled with so many tears, at the^k of intoxica- 
ting you with the draught. But it is not so, alas ! you 
5* 
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are made to love rather than to know, and jour heart 
IB stronger than your intellect Yon are attached to 
Catholicism, — ^I believe so, at leasts — ^by bonds of senti- 
ment which you could not break without pain, and 
which, if you were to break, the truth which I could lay 
bare to you in return, would not repay you for what 
you had sacrificed. Instead of exalting, it would crush 
you, very likely. It is a food too strong for ordinary 
men, and which, when it does not revivify, smothers. 
I will not, then, reveal to you this doctrine, which is the 
triumph of my life, and the consolation of my last days; 
because it might, perhaps, be for you only a cause of 
mourning and despair. * * * * Qf 
all the works which my long studies have produced, 
there is one alone which I have not given to the flames ; 
for it alone is complete. In that you will find me en- 
tire, and there libs the truth. And, as the sage has 
said you must not bury your treasures in a well, I will 
not confide mine to the brutal stupidity of these monks. 
But as this volume should only pass into hands worthy 
to touch it, and be laid open for eyes that are capable 
of comprehending its mysteries, I shall exact from the 
reader one condition, which, at the same time, shall be 
a proof: I shall carry it with me to the tomb, in order 
that he who one day shall read it, may have courage 
enough to brave the vain terrors of the grave, in search- 
ing for it amid the dust of my sepulchre. As soon as 
I am dead, therefore, place this writing on my breast 
* * * Ah I when the time comes for read- 
ing it, I think my withered heart will spring up again, 
as the frozen gmss at the return of the sun, and that, 
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from the midst of its infinite transformations, my spirit 

will enter into immediate communication with thine I" 
* * * * . * « 

Does not the reader long to be at this predous 
manuscript, which contains the truth ; and ought he 
not to be very much obliged to Mrs. Sand, for being so 
good as to print it for him ? We leave all the story 
aside : — ^how Fulgentius had not the spirit to read the 
manuscript, but left the secret to Alexis ; how Alexis, 
a stem, old, philosophical, unbelieving monk, as ever 
was, tried in vain to lift the gravestone, but was taken 
with fever, and obliged to forego the discovery, and 
how, finally. Angel, his disciple, a youth amiable and 
innocent as his name, was the destined person who 
brought the long-buried treasure to light Trembling 
and delighted, the pair read this tremendous manu- 
script OF SPIRIDIOK. 

Will it be believed, that of all the dull, vague, windy 
documents that mortal ever set eyes on, this is the 
dullest ? If this be absolute truth, a quoi bon search 
for it, since we have long, long had the jewel in our 
possession, or since, at least, it haa been held up as such 
by every sham philosopher who has had a mind to pass 
off his wares on the public ? Hear Spiridion : — 

" How much have I wept, how much have I suffered, 
how much have I prayed, how much have I labored, 
before I understood the cause and the aim of my passage 
on this earth ! After many incertitudes, after much re- 
morse, after many scruples, / have comprehended that I 
was a martyr! — ^But why my martyrdom? said I; 
what crime did I commit before I was bom, thus to be 
condemned to labor and groaning, from ihe hour when 
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I first saw the day, up to that when I am about to en- 
ter into the night of the tomb? 

" At last, by dint of imploring God — by dint of in- 
quiry into the history of man, a ray of the truth has 
descended on my brow, and the shadows of the past 
have melted from before my eyes. I have lifted a cor- 
ner of the curtain : I have seen enough to know that 
my life, like that of the rest of the human race, has been 
a series of necessary en'ors, yet, to speak more correctly, 
of incomplete truths, conducting, more or less, slowly 
and directly, to absolute truth and ideal perfection. 
But when will they rise on the fece of the earth — when 
will they issue from the bosom of the Divinity — ^those 
generations who shall salute the august countenance of 
truth, and proclaim the reign of the ideal on earth ? I 
see well how humanity marches, but I neither can see 
its cradle nor its apotheosis. Man seems to me a tran- 
sitory race, between the beast and the angel ; but I 
know not how many centuries have been required, that 
he might pass from the stat^ of brute to the state of 
man, and I cannot tell how many a^es are necessary 
that he may pass from the state of man to the state of 
angel! 

'* Yet I hope, and I feel within me, at the approach 
of death, that which warns me that great destinies 
await humanity. In this life all is over for me. Much 
have I striven, to advance but little : I have labored 
without ceasing, and have done almost nothing. Yet, 
after pains immeasurable, I die content, for I know that 
I have done all I could, and am sure that the little 1 
have done will not be lost. 

" What, then, have I done ? this wilt thou demand 
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of me, man of a future age, who will seek for truth in 
the testaments of the past. Thou who wilt be no more 
Catholic — ^no more Christian, thou wilt ask of the poor 
monk, lying in the dust, an acco.mt of his life and 
death. Thou wouldst know wherefore were his vows, 
why his austerities, his labors, his retreat, his prayers f 

'* You who turn back to me, in order that I may 
guide you on your road, and that you may arrive more 
quickly at the goal which it has not been my lot to attain, 
pause, yet, for a moment, and look upon the past history 
of humanity. You will see that its fate has been ever 
to choose between the least of two evils, and ever to 
commit great faults, in order to avoid others still greater. 
You will see * * * on one side, the heathen 
mythology, that debased the spirit, in its e£forts to deify 
the flesh ; the austere Christian principle, that debased 
tlie flesh too much, in order to raise the worship of the 
spirit. You will see, afterwards, how the religion of 
Christ embodies itself in a church, and raises' itself a 
generous democratic power agiiinst the tyranny of 
princes. Later still, you will see how that power has 
attained its end, and passed beyond it. You will see 
it, having chained and conquered princes, league itself 
with the 01, in order to oppress the people, and seize on 
temporal power. Schism, then, raises up against it the 
standard of revolt, and preaches the bold and legitimate 
principle of liberty of conscience : but, also, you will see 
how this liberty of conscience brings religious anarchy 
in its train ; or, worse still, religious indiflerence and 
disgust. And if your soul, shattered in the tempestuous 
changes which you behold humanity undergoing, would 
strike out for itself a passage through the rocks, amidst 
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which, like a frail bark, lies tossing trembling truth, you 
will be embarrassed to choose between the new philoso* 
phers — ^who, in preaching tolerance, destroy religious 
and social unity — ^and the last Christians, who, to pre- 
serve society, that is, religion and philosophy, are 
obliged to brave the principle of toleration. Man of 
truth I to whom I address, at once, my instruction and 
my justification, at the time when you shall live, the 
science of truth, no doubt, will have advanced a step. 
Think, then, of all your fathers have suffered, as, bend- 
ing beneath the weight of their ignorance and uncer- 
tainty, they have traversed the desert across which^ 
with so much pain, they have conducted thee ! And i£ 
the pride of thy young learning shall make thee col 
template the petty strifes in which our life has been 
consumed, pause and tremble, as you think of that 
which is still unknown to yourself, and of the judgment 
that your descendants will pass on you. Think of this, 
and learn to respect all those who, seeking their way 
in all sincerity, have wandered from the path, frightened 
by the storm, and sorely tried by the severe hand of the 
AU-Powerfiil. Think of this, and prostrate yourself; 
for all these, even the most mistaken among them, are 
saints and martyrs. 

" Without their conquests and their defeats, thou 
wert in darkness still. Yes, their failures, their errors 
even, have a right to your respect ; for man is weak. 
* * Weep, then, for us obscure travellers — ^un- 

known victims, who, by our mortal sufferings and 
unheard-of labors, have prepared the way before you. 
Pity me, who, having passionately loved justice, and 
perseveringly sought for truth, only opened my eyes to 
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shut them again for ever, and saw that I had been in 
vain endeavoring to support a ruin, to take r^ge in a 
yault of which the foundations were worn away." * * * 

The rest of the book of Spiridion is made up of a 
history of the rise, progress, and (what our philosopher is 
pleased to call) decay of Christianity — of an assertion, 
that the "Doctrine of Christ is incomplete;" that 
♦* Christ may, nevertheless, take his place in the Pan- 
theon of divine men !" and of a long, disgusting, ab- 
surd, and impious vision, in which the Saviour, Moses, 
David, and Elijah are represented, and in which Christ 
is made to say — " We are all Messiahs, when we wish 
*o bring the reign of truth upon earth ; we are all 
^ihrists, when we suffer for it !" 

And this is the ultimatum, the supreme secret, the 
absolute truth, and it has been published by Mrs. Sand, 
for so many Napoleons per sheet, in the "Revue des 
Deux Mondes ;" and the Deux Mondes are to abide by 
it f<^r the future. After having attained it, are we a 
whit wiser? "Man is between an angel and a beast: 
I don't know how long it is since he was a bftftdfti-I 
can't say how long it will be before he is an mg^,^ 
Think of people living by their wits, and living by such 
a wit as this ! Think of the state of mental debauch 
and disease which must have been passed through, ere 
such words could be written, and could be popular ! 

When a man leaves our dismal, smoky, London at- 
mosphere, and breathes, instead of coal-smoke and 
yellow fog, this bright, clear, French air, he is quite in- 
toxicated by it at first, and feels a glow in his blood, 
and a joy in his spirits, which scarcely thrice a year, and 
then only at a distance from London, he can attain in 
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England. Is the intoxication, I wonder, permanent 
among the natives ? and may we not account for the 
ten thousand frantic freaks of these people by the pecu- 
liar influence of French air and sun ? The philosophers 
are from night to morning drunk, the politicians are 
drunk, the literary men reel and stagger from one 
absurdity to another, and how shall we understand their 
vagaries 9 Let us suppose, charitably, that Madame 
Sand had inhaled a more than ordinary quantity of this 
laughing gas when she wrote for us this precious manu- 
script of " Spiridion." That great destinies are in pros 
pect for the human race, we may fancy, without her 
ladyship's word for it : but, more liberal than she, and 
having a little retrospective charity, as well as that easy 
prospective benevolence which Mrs. Sand adopts, let us 
try and think there is some hope for our fiathers (who 
were nearer brutality than ourselves, according to the 
Sandean creed), or else there is a very poor chance for 
us, who, great philosophers as we are, are yet, alas ! far 
removed from that angelic consummation which all 
must wish for so devoutly. She cannot say — is it not 
extraordinary ? — ^how many centuries have been neces- 
sary before man could pass from the brutal state to his 
present condition, or how many ages will be required 
ere we may pass from the state of man to the state of 
angel 1 What the deuce is the use of chronology or 
philosophy f — ^We were beasts, and we can't tell when 
our tails dropped off: we shall be angels; but when 
our wings are to begin to sprout, who knows ? In 
the mean time, O man of genius, follow our counsel : 
lead an easy life, don't stick at trifles ; never mind 
about dut^, it is only made for slaves ; if the world re- 
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proach. you, reproach the world in return, you have a 
good loud tongue in your head ; if your strait-laced 
morals injure your mental respiration, fling off the old- 
fashioned stays, and leave your free limbs to rise and 
fall as Nature pleases; and when you have grown 
pretty sick of your liberty, and yet unfit to return to 
restraint, curse the world, and scorn it, and be misera- 
ble, like my Lord Byron and other philosophers of his 
kidney ; or else mount a step higher, and, with conceit 
still more monstrous, and mental vision still more 
wretchedly debauched and weak, begin suddenly to find 
yourself afflicted with a maudlin compassion for the 
human race, and a desire to set them right after your 
own fiuhion. There is the quarrelsome stage of drunk- 
enness, when a man can as yet walk and speak, when 
he can call names, and fling plates and wine-glasses at 
his neighbor's head with a pretty good aim ; after this 
comes the pathetic stage, when the patient becomes 
wondrous philanthropic, and weeps wildly, as he lies in 
the gutter, and fancies he is at home in bed — where he 
ought to be : but this is an allegory. 

I don't wish to carry this any farther, or to say a 
word in defence of the doctrine which Mrs. Dudevant 
has found " incomplete ;" — ^here, at least, is not the 
place for discussing its merits, any more than Mrs. 
Sand's book was the place for exposing, forsooth, its 
errors : our business is only with the day and the new 
novels, and the clever or silly people who write them. 
O ! if they but knew their places, and would keep to 
them, and drop their absurd philosophical jargon I Not 
all the big words in the world can make Mrs. Sand 
talk like a philosopher : when will she go back if her 
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old trade, of which she was the very ablest practitioner 
in France ? 

I should have been glad to give some extracts from 
the dramatic and descriptive parts of the novel, that 
cannot, in point of style and beauty, be praised too 
highly. One must suffice, — ^it is the descent of Alexis 
to seek that unlucky manuscript, " Spiridion." 

" It seemed to me," he begins, " that the descent 
was eternal ; and that I was burying myself in the depths 
of Erebus : at last, I reached a level place, — and I heard 
a mournful voice deliver these words, as it were to the 
secret centre of the earth — * He will mount that ascent 
no more P — ^Immediately I heard arise towards me, from 
the depth of invisible abysses, a myriad of formidable 
voices united in a strange chant — *• Let us destroy him ! 
Let him he destroyed ! Whit does he here among the 
dead ? Let him he delivered hack to torture ! — Let him 
he given again to life P 

'' Then a feeble light began to pierce the darkness, 
and I perceived that I stood on the lowest step of a 
staircase, vast as the foot of a mountain. Behind me, 
were thousands of steps of lurid iron ; before me, nothing 
but a void — an abyss, and ether ; the blue gloom of 
midnight beneath my feet, as above my head. I be- 
came delirious, and quitting that staircase, which me- 
thought it was impossible for me to reascend, I sprung 
forth into the void with an execration. But, immediate- 
ly, when I had uttered the curse, the void b^an to be 
filled with forms and colors, and I presently perceived 
that I was in a vast gallery, along which I advanced 
trembling. There was still darkness round me ; but the 
hollows of the vaults gleamed with a red light, and 
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showed me the strange and hideous fonns of their huild- 
ing. * * * I did not distinguish the nearest 
objects ; but those towards which I advanced assumed 
an appearance more and more omnious, and my terror 
increased with every step I took. The enormous pillars 
which supported the vault, and the tracery thereof it- 
self, were figures of men, of supernatural stature, deli- 
vered to tortures without a name. Some hung by their 
feet, and, locked in the coils of monstrous serpents, 
clenched their teeth in the marble of the pavement; 
others, fastened by their waists, were dragged upwards, 
these by their feet, those by their heads, towards capi- 
tals, where other figures stooped towards them, eager 
to torment them. Other pillars, again, represented a 
struggling mass of figures devouring one another ; each 
of which only offered a trunk severed to the knees or 
to the shoulders, the fierce heads whereof retained life 
enough to seize and devour that which was near them. 
There were some who, half hanging down, agonized 
themselves by attempting, with their upper Umbs, to 
flay the lower moiety of their bodies, which drooped 
from the columns, or were attached to the pedestals ; 
and others, who, in their fight with each other, were 
dragged along by morsels of flesh, — ^grasping which, 
they clung to each other with a countenance of un- 
speakable hate and agony. Along, or rather in place 
of, the frieze, there were on either side a range of un- 
clean beings, wearing the human form, but of a loath- 
some ugliness, busied in tearing human corpses to 
pieces — in feasting upon their limbs and entrails. From 
the vault, instead of bosses and pendants, hung the 
crashed and wounded forms of children ; as if to es- 
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cape these eaters of man's flesh, they would throw them- 
selves downwards, and be dashed to pieces on the 
pavement. * * * The silence and motionlessness of 
the whole added to its awfulness. I became so faint 
with terror, that I stopped, and would fiEun have return- 
ed. But at that moment I heard, from the depths of 
the gloom through which I had passed, confused noises, 
like those of a multitude on its march. And the soimds 
soon became more distinct, and the clamor fiercer, and 
the steps came hurrying on tumultuously — at every 
new burst nearer, more violent, more threatening. I 
thought that I was pursued by this disorderly crowd ; 
and I strove to advance, hunying into the midst of 
those dismal sculptures. Then it seemed as if those 
figures began to heave, — and to sweat blood, — ^and 
their beady eyes to move in their sockets. At once I 
beheld that they were all looking upon me, that they 
were aU leaning towards me,-«ome with frightful de- 
rision, others with furious aversion. Every arm was 
raised against me, and they made as though they would 
crush me with the quivering limbs they had torn one 
from the other." * * 

It is, indeed, a pity that the poor fellow gave him- 
self the trouble to go down into damp, unwholesome 
graves, for the purpose of fetching up a few trumpery 
sheets of manuscript ; and if the public has been rather 
tired with their contents, and is disposed to ask why 
Mrs. Sand's religious or irreligious notions are to be 
brought forward to people who are quite satisfied with 
their own, we can only say that this lady is the repre- 
sentative of a vast class of her countrymen, whom the 
wits and philosophers of the eighteenth century have 
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brought to this coDdition. The leaves of the Diderot 
and Rousseau tree have produced this goodly fruit: 
here it is, ripe, bursting, and ready to fall ; — and how to 
fall ? Heaven send that it may drop easily, for all can 
see that the time is come. 



THE CASE OF PEYTEL : 

m A LEITEa TO KDWABD BBIEFLEBS, XaBQUIR]^ OF FDia-OOinei; 

* TEMPLE. 



PariSy Novemher, 1839. 

My dear Briefless, — ^Two months since, when the act 
of accusation first appeared, containing the sum of the 
charges against Sebastian Peytel, all Paris was in a fer- 
vor on the subject. The man's trial speedily followed, 
and kept for three days the public interest wound up to 
a painfiil point. He was found guilty of double mui^ 
der at the beginning of September ; and since that time, 
what with Maroto's disaffection, and Turkish news, we 
have had leisure to forget Monsieur Peytel, and to oc- 
cupy ourselves with ri v^ov. Perhaps Monsieur de Bal- 
zac helped to smother what little sparks of interest 
might still have remained for the murderous notary. 
Balzac put forward a letter in his favor, so very long, 
so very dull, so very pompous, promising so much, and 
performing so little, that the Parisian public gave up 
Peytel and his case altogether ; nor was it until to-day 
that some small feeling was raised concerning him, 
when the newspapere brought the account how PeytePs 
head had been cut off, at Bourg. 

He had gone through the usual miserable ceremo- 
nies and delays whioh attend what is called, in this 
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country, the march of justice. He had made his appeal 
to the Court of Cassation, which had taken time to con- 
sider the verdict of the Provincial Court, and had con- 
firmed it He had made his appeal for mercy ; his poor 
sister coming up all the way from Bourg (a sad jour- 
ney, poor thing !) to have an interview with the King, 
who had refused to see her. Last Monday morning, 
at nine o'clock, an hour before Peytel's breakfast, the 
Greffier of Assize Court, in company with the Gut6 of 
Bouig, waited on him, and informed him that he had 
only three hours to live. At . twelve o'clock, Peytel's 
head was off his body : an ex^utioner from Lyons had 
come over the night before, to assist the professional 
throat-cutter of Bourg. 

I am not going to entertain you with any sentiment- 
al lamentations for this scoundrel's fate, or to declare 
my belief in his innocence, as Monsieur de Balzac has 
done. As far as moral conviction can go, the man's 
guilt is pretty clearly brought home to him. But any 
man who has read the " Causes C616bres," knows that 
men have been convicted and executed upon evidence 
ten times more powerful than that. which was brought 
against Peytel. His own account of his horrible case 
may be true ; there is nothing adduced in the evidence 
which is strong enough to overthrow it. It is a serious 
privilege, God knows, that society takes upon itselfj at 
any time, to deprive one of God's creatures of existence. 
But when the sUghtest doubt remains, what a tremen- 
dous risk does it incur ! In England, thank Heaven, the 
law is more wise and more merciful : an English jury 
would never have taken a man's blood upon such tes- 
timony ; an English judge and crown-advocate would 
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never have acted as these Frenchmen have done ; the 
latter inflammg the public mind by exaggerated appeals 
to their passions ; the former seeking, in every way, to 
draw confessions from the prisoner, to perplex and con- 
found him, to do away, by fierce cross -questioning and 
bitter remarks from the bench, with any efiect that his 
testimony might have on the jury. I don't mean to 
say that judges and lawyers have been more violent and 
inquisitorial against the unhappy Feytel than against any 
one else ; it is the fashion of the country ; a man is 
guilty until he proves himself to be innocent ; and to 
batter down his defence, if he have any, there are the 
lawyers, with all their horrible ingenuity, and their cap- 
tivating passionate eloquence. It is hard thus to set the 
skilftil and tried champions of the law against men un- 
used to this kind of combat; nay, give a man all the 
legal aid that he can purchase or procure, still, by this 
plan, you take him at a cruel, unmanly disadvantage : 
he has to fight against the law, clogged with the dread- 
ful weight of his presupposed guilt. Thank God that, 
in England, things are not managed so. 

However, I am not about to entertain you with ig- 
norant disquisitions about the law. Peytel's case may, 
nevertheless, interest you ; for the tale is a very stirring 
and mysterious one ; and you may see how easy a thing 
it is for a man's life to be talked away in France, if 
ever he should happen to fall under the suspicion of a 

crime. The French " acte d'accusation" begins in the 
following manner : — 

" Of all the events which in these latter times, liave 
afflicted the department of the Ain, there is none which 
has caused a more profound and lively sensation than 
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the tragical death of the lady, Felicity Alcazer, wife of 
SebaAtian Benedict Peytel, notary at Belley. At the 
end of October, 1838, Madame Peytel quitted that 
town, with her husband, and their servant, Louis Key, 
in order to pass a few days at Macon ; at midnight, the 
inhabitants of Belley were suddenly awakend by the 
arrival of Monsieur Peytel, by his cries, and by the 
signs which he exhibited of the most lively agitation : 
he implored the succors of all the physicians in the town ; 
knocked violently at their doors ; rung at the bells of 
their houses with a sort of phrenzy, and announced 
that his wife, stretched out, and dying in his carriage, 
had just been shot, on the Lyons road, by his domes- 
tic, whose life Peytel himself had taken. 

" At this recital a number of persons assembled, and 
what a spectacle was presented to their eyes. 

" A young woman lay at the bottom of a carriage, 
deprived of life ; her whole body was wet, and seemed 
as if it had just been plunged into the water. She ap- 
peared to be severely w^ounded in the face ; and her 
garments, which were raised up, in spite of the cold and 
rainy weather, left the upper part of her knees almost 
entirely exposed. At the sight of this half-naked and 
inanimate body, all the spectators were affected. Peo- 
ple said that the first duty to pay to a dying woman, 
was to preserve her from the cold, to cover her. A 
physician examined the body ; he declared that all re- 
medies were useless ; that Madame Peytel was dead 
and cold. 

" The entreaties of Peytel were redoubled ; he de- 
manded fresh succors, and, giving no heed to the fatal 
assurance which had just been given him, required that all 
VOL. ir. 
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the physicians in the place should be sent for. A scene 
80 strange and so melancholy ; the incoherent account 
given by Peytel, of the murder of his wife ; his extra- 
ordinary movements ; and the avowal which he con- 
tinued to make, that he had despatched the murderer, 
Hey, with strokes of his hammer, excited the attention 
of Lieutenant Wolf^ commandant of gendarmes : that 
officer gave orders for the immediate arrest of Peytel ; 
but the latter threw himself into the arms of a friend, 
who interceded for him, and begged the police not im- 
mediately to seize upon his person. 

" The corpse of Madame Peytel was transported to 
her apartment : the bleeding body of the domestic was, 
likewise, brought from the road, where it lay ; and 
Peytel, asked to explain the circumstance, did so.'' * * * 

Now, as there is little reason to tell the reader, 
when an English counsel has to prosecute a prisoner, on 
the part of the Crown, for a capital oflfence, he produces 
the articles of his accusation in the most moderate 
terms, and especially warns the jury to give the ac- 
cused person the benefit of every possible doubt that 
the evidence may give, or may leave. See how these 
things are managed in France, and how differently the 
French counsel for the Crown sets about his work. 

He first prepares his act of accusation, the opening 
of which we have just read ; it is published six days 
before the trial, so that an unimpassioned, unprejudiced 
jury has ample time to study it, and to form its opinions 
accordingly, and to go into court with a happy, just 
prepossession against the prisoner. 

Read the first part of the Peytel act of accusation ; 
it is as turgid and declamatory as a bad romance ; and 
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as inflated as a newspaper document, by an unlimited 
penny-a-liner v- — " The department of the Ain is in a 
dreadful state of excitement ; the inhabitants of Belley 
come trooping from their beds, — and what a sight do 
they behold ; — a young woman at the bottom of a car- 
riage, toute ruisselante, just out of a river ; her gar- 
ments, in spite of the cold and rain, raised, so as to 
leave the upper part of her knee entirely exposed, at 
which all the beholders were affected, and cried, that 
the first duty was to cover her from the cold." This 
settles the case at once ; the first duty of a man is to 
cover the legs of the sufferer ; the second to call for 
help. The eloquent Substitut du Procureur du Roi has 
prejudged the case, in the course of a few sentences. 
He is putting his readers, among whom his future jury 
is to be found, into a proper state of mind ; he works 
on them with pathetic description, just as a romance 
writer would : the rain pours in torrents ; it is a dreary 
evening in November; the young creature's situation 
is neatly described ; the distrust which entered into the 
breast of the keen old officer of gendarmes strongly 
painted, the suspicions which might, or might not, have 
been entertained by the inhabitants, eloquently argued. 
How did the advocate know that the people had such ? 
did all the by-standers say aloud, " I suspect that this 
is a case of murder, by Monsieur Peytel, and that his 
story about the domestic is all deception ?" or did they 
go off to the mayor, and register their suspicion? or 
was the advocate there to hear them ? Not he ; but 
he paints you the whole scene, as though it had existed, 
and gives full accounts of suspicions, as if they had been 
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facts, positive, patent, staring, that everybody could see 
and swear to. 

Having thus primed his audience, and prepared 
them for the testimony of the accused party, " Now," 
says he, with a fine show of justice, " let us hear Mon- i 
sieur Peytel ;" and that worthy's narrative is given as 
follows : — 

" He said that he had left Macon on the 31st Oc- 
tober, at eleven o'clock in the morning, in order to re- 
turn to Belley, with his wife and servant. The latttei 
drove, or led, an open car ; he himself was driving his 
wife in a four-wheeled carriage, drawn by one horse : 
they reached Bourg at five o'clock in the evening ; left 
it at seven, to sleep at Pont d'Ain, where they did not 
arrive before midnight. During the journey, Pey+i' 
thought he remarked that Rey had slackened his ho»^'' 
pace. When they alighted at the inn, Peytel bade h 
deposit in his chamber 7,500 fi-ancs, which he carni^ 
with him ; but the domestic refused to do so, sa- ' ' 
that the inn gates were secure, and there was no daijg* 
Peytel was, therefore, obliged to carry his money u;. 
stairs himself The next day, the 1st Novembe^' they 
set out on their journey again, at nine o'clock in the 
morning ; Louis did not come, according to custom, to 
take his master's ordere. They arrived at Tenay about 
three, stopped there a couple of hours to dine, and it 
was eight o'clock when they reached the bourg of Ros- 
sillon, where they waited half an hour to bait the horses. 

" As they leil RossiUon, the weather became bad, 
and the rain began to fall : Peytel told his domestic to 
get a covering for the articles in the open chariot ; but 
Rey refiised to do so, adding, in an ironical tone, that 
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the weather was fine. For some days past, Peytel had 
remarked that his servant was gloomy, and scarcely 
spoke at all. 

" After they had gone about 500 paces beyond the 
bridge of Andert, that crosses the river Furans, and 
ascended to the least steep part of the hill of Darde, 
Peytel cried out to his servant, who was seated in the 
car, to come down from it, and finish the ascent on foot. 

" At this moment a violent wind was blowing from 
the south, and the rain was falling heavily : Peytel was 
seated back in the right corner of the carriage, and his 
wife, who was close to him, was asleep, with her head 
on his left shoulder. All of a sudden he heard the re- 
port of a fire-arm (he had seen the light of it at some 
T)aces' distance), and Madame Peytel cried out, *My 
oor husband, take your pistols ;' the horse was fright- 
ad, and began to trot. Peytel immediately drew a 
pistol, and fired, from the interior of the carriage, upon an 
Jp^iyidual whom he saw running by the side of the road. 
., ,r."Not knowing, as yet, that his wife had been hit, he 
<- 'umped out at one side of the carriage, while Madame 
Pey*el descended from the other ; and he fired a second 
pistoi at his domestic, Louis Rey, whom he had just 
recognised. Redoubling his pace, he came up with 
Rey, and struck him, from behind, a blow with the 
hammer. Rey turned at this, and raised up his arm to 
Btrike his master with the pistol which he had just dis- 
charged at him ; but Peytel, more quick than he, gave 
the domestic a blow with the hammer, which felled 
him to the ground (he fell his face forwards), and then 
Peytel, bestriding the body, despatched him, although 
the brigand asked for mercy. 



126 THE PARIS SKETCH BOOK. 

"He now began to think of his wife; and ran 
back calling out her name repeatedly, and seeking for 
her, in vain, on both sides of the road. Arrived at the 
bridge of Andert, he recognised his wife, stretched in a 
field, covered with water, which bordered the Furans. 
This horrible discovery had so much the more astonished 
him, because he had no idea, until now, that his wife had 
been wounded : he endeavored to draw her from the 
water ; and it was only after considerable exertions that 
he was enabled to do so, and to place her with her feoe 
towards the ground, on the side of the road. Supposing 
that, here, she would be sheltered from any farther 
danger, and believing, as yet, that she was only wounded, 
he determined to ask for help at a lone house, situated 
on the road towards Rossillon ; and at this instant he 
perceived, without at all being able to explain how, that 
his horse had followed him back to the spot, having 
turned back, of its own accord, from the road to Belley. 

" The house at which he knocked was inhabited by 
two men, of the name Thannet, father and son, who 
opened the door to him, and whom he entreated to 
come to his aid, saying, that his wife had just been as- 
sassinated by his servant. The elder Thannet approached 
to, and examined the body, and told Peytel that it was 
quite dead ; he and his son took up the corpse, and 
placed it in the bottom of the carriage, which they all 
mounted themselves, and pursued their route to Belley. 
In order to do so, they had to pass by Key's body, on 
the road, which Peytel wished to crush under the wheels 
of his carriage. It was to rob him of YjSOO francs, said 
Peytel, that the attack had been made." 

Our friend, the Procureur's Substitut, has dropped. 
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here, the eloquent and pathetic style altogether, and 
only gives the unlucky prisoner's narrative in the 
baldest and most unimaginative style. How is a jury 
to listen to such a feUow ? they ought to condemn him, 
if but for making such an uninteresting statement. 
Why not have helped poor Peytel with some of those 
rhetorical graces which have been so plentifully be- 
stowed in the opening part of the act of accusation ? 
He might have said : — 

" Monsieur Peytel is an eminent notary, at Belley ; 
he is a man distinguished for his literary and scientific 
acquirements ; he has lived long in the best society of 
the capital ; he had been but a few months married to 
that young and unfortunate lady, whose loss has 
plunged her bereaved husband into despair — almost 
into madness. Some early differences had marked, it 
is true, the commencement of their union ; but these,— 
which, as can be proved by evidence, were almost all 
the unhappy lady's fault, — ^had happily ceased, to give 
place to sentiments far more delightful and tender. 
Gentlemen, Madame Peytel bore, in her bosom, a sweet 
pledge of future concord between herself and her hus- 
band; in three brief months she was to become a 
mother. 

"In the exercise of his honorable profession, — ^in 
which, to succeed, a man must not only have high 
talents, but undoubted probity, — and, gentlemen. Mon- 
sieur Peytel did succeed — did inspire respect and con- 
fidence, as you, his neighbors, well know ; — ^in the 
exercise, I say, of his high calling, Monsieur Peytel, 
towards the end of October last, had occasion to make 



12 



128 TUB PARIS SKETCH BOOK. 



a journey in the neighborhood, and visit some of lua 
many clients. 

^^ He travelled in his own carriage ; his young wife 
beside him: does this look like Want of affection, 
gentlemen ? or is it not a mark of love— of love and 
paternal care, on his part, towards the being with whom 
his lot in life was linked, — ^the mother of his coming 
child, — ^the young girl, who had everything to gain 
from the union with a man of his attainments of in- 
tellect, his kind temper, his great experience, and his 
high position? In this manner they travelled, side 
by side, lovingly together. Monsieur Peytel was not a 
lawyer merely ; but a man of letters and varied learn- 
ing ; of the noble and sublime science of geology he 
was, especially, an ardent devotee." 

(Suppose, here, a short panegyric upon geology. Al- 
lude to the creation of this mighty world, and then, 
naturally, to the Creator. Fancy the conversations 
which Peytel, a religious man,* might have with his 
young wife, upon the subject) 

'*' Monsieur Peytel had lately taken into his service 
a man named Louis Rey : Key was a foundling ; and 
had passed many years in a regiment, — a school, 
gentlemen, where mudi besides bravery, alas ! is taught ; 
nay, where the spirit which familiarizes one with notions 
of battle and death, I fear, may familiarize one with ideas, 
too, of murder. Rey, a dashing reckless fellow, from 
the army, bad lately entered Pejrtel's service; was 
treated by him with the most singular kindness ; ao- 

* He always went to mass ; it is in the evidenoe. 
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oompanied him (having charge of another vehicle) upon 
the journey before alluded to ; and knew that his mcuter 
carried with him a considerable sum of momy ; for a 
man like Bey, an enormous sum, 7,500 francs. At 
midnight, on the 1st of November, as Madame Peytel 
and her husband were returning home, an attack was 
made upon their carriage. Remember, gentlemen, the 
hour at which the attack was made ; remember the sum 
of money that was in the carriage ; and remember that 
the Savoy frontier is tvithin a league of the spot where 
the desperate deed was done." 

Now, my dear Briefless, ought not Monsieur Pto- 
cureur, in common justice to Peytel, after he had so 
eloquently proclaimed, not the &cts, but the suspicions, 
which weighed against that worthy, to have given a 
similar florid account of the prisoner's case ? Instead 
of this, you will remark, that it is the advocate's en- 
deavor to make Peytel's statements as uninteresting in 
style as possible ; and then he demolishes them, in the 
following way : 

'^ Scarcely was PeyteVs statement known, but the 
common sense of the public rose Ugainst it Peytel 
had commenced his story upon the bridge of Andert, 
over the cold body of his wife. On the 2nd Novem- 
ber he had developed it in detail, in the presence of the 
physicians, in the presence of the assembled neighbors 
— of the persons who, on the day previous only, were 
his friends. Finally, he had completed it in his inter- 
rogatories, his conversations, his writings, and letters to 
the magistrates : and, everywhere, these words, repeated 
so often, were only received with a painful incredulity. 
The fact was, that, besides the singular character which 
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PeyteFs appearance, attitude, and talk had worn, ever, 
since the event, there was, in his narrative, an inexpli- 
cable enigma; its contradictions and impossibilities 
were such, that calm persons were revolted at it, and 
that even friendship itself refiised to believe it." 

Thus, Mr. Attorney speaks not for himself alone, 
but for the whole French public, whose opinions, of 
course, he knows. Peytel's statement is discredited 
everywhere ; the statement which he had made over the 
cold body of his wife — the monster ! It is not enough 
simply to prove that the man committed the murder, 
but to make the jury violently angry against him, and 
cause them to shudder in the jury-box, as he exposes 
the horrid details of the crime. 

" Justice," goes on Mr. Substitute (who answers for 
the feelings of everybody), ''^disturbed by the pre-occu- 
pations of public opinion, commenced, without delay, 
the most active researches. The bodies of the victims 
were submitted to the investigations of men of art ; the 
wounds and projectiles were examined : the place, where 
the event took place, explored with care. The moi-ality 
of the authors of this frightful scene became the object 
of rigorous examination ; the exigeances of the prisoner, 
the forms aflfected by him, his calculated silence, and his 
answei*s, coldly insulting, were feeble obstacles; and 
justice at length arrived, by its prudence, and by the 
discoveries it made, to the most cruel point of certainty." 
You see that a man's demeanor is here made a crime 
against him ; and that Mr. Substitute wishes to consider 
him guilty, because he has actually the audacity to hold 
his tongue. Now follows a touching description of the 
domestic, Louis Rev : — 



PBTTKL. 181 



"Louis Rey, a child of the Hospital at Lyons, was 
confided, at a very early age, to some honest country 
people, with whom he stayed until he entered the army. 
At their house, and during this long period of time, his 
conduct, his intelligence, and the sweetness of his man- 
ners, were such, that the family of his guardians 
became to him as an adopted family; and that his 
departure caused them the most sincere affliction. When 
Louis quitted the army, he returned to his benefSswjtors, 
and was received as a son. They found him just as they 
had ever known him (I acknowledge that this pathos 
beats my humble defence of Rey entirely), except that he 
had learned to read and write ; and the certificates of his 
commanders proved him to be a good and gallant soldier. 

" The necessity of creating some resources for him- 
self, obliged him to quit his friends, and to enter the 
service of Monsieur de Montrichard, a lieutenant of 
gendarmerie, from whom he received fresh testimonials 
of regard. Louis, it is true, might have a fondness for 
wine, and a passion for women ; but he had been a sol- 
dier, and these faults were, according to the witnesses, 
amply compensated for by his activity, his intelligence, 
and the agreeable manner in which he performed his 
service. In the month of July, 1839, Rey quitted, 
voluntarily, the service of M. de Montrichard; and 
Peytel, about this period, meeting him at Lyons, did 
not hesitate to attach him to his service. Whatever 
may be the prisoner's present language, it is certain 
that, up to the day of Louis's death, he served Peytel 
with diligence and fidelity. 

"More than once his master and mistress spoke 
well of him. Everybody who has worked, or been at 
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the house of Madame Peytel, has spoken in praise of 
his character ; and, indeed, it may be said, that these 
testimonials were general. 

" On the very night of the Ist of November, and 
immediately after the catastrophe, we remark how Peytel 
b^ns to make insinuations against his servant ; and 
how artfully, in order to render them more sure, he 
disseminates them through the different parts of his 
narrative. But, in the course of the proceeding, these 
charges have met with a most complete denial. Thus 
we find the disobedient servant, who, at Pont d' Ain, 
refused to cany the money-chest to his master's room, 
under the pretext that the gates of the inn were dosed 
securely, occupied with tending the horses, aflber their 
long journey : meanwhile Peytel was standing by, and 
neither master nor servant exchanged a word ; and the 
witnesses, who beheld them both, have borne testimony 
to the zeal and care of the domestic. 

^ In like manner, we find that the servant, who was 
so remiss, in the morning, as to neglect to go to his 
master for orders, was ready for departure before seven 
o'clock, and had eagerly informed himself whether 
Monsieur and Madame Peytel were awake; learning, 
fix>m the maid of the inn, that they had ordered nothing 
for their breakfast. This man, who refused to carry 
with him a covering for the car, was, on the contrary, 
ready to take off his own cloak, and with it shelter 
articles of small value ; this man, who had been, for 
many days, so silent and gloomy, gave, on the contrary, 
many proofe of his gaiety — almost of his indiscretion, 
speaking, at all the inns, in terms of praise of his mas- 
ter and mistress. The waiter at the inn, at Dauphin, 
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says he was a tall young fellow, mild and good-natured ; 
we talked, for some time, about horses, and such things ; 
he seemed to be perfectly natural, and not preoccupied 
at all. At Pont d'Ain, he talked of his being a found- 
ling ; of the place where he had been brought up, and 
where he had served ; and, finally, at Rossillon, an hour 
befor his death, he conversed familiarly with the master 
of the port, and spoke on indilSerent subjects. 

^* All Peytel's insinuations against his servant had 
no other end than to show, in every point of Rey's con- 
duct, the behavior of a man who was premeditating 
attack. Of what, in fact, does he accuse him? Of 
wishing to rob him of 7,500 francs, and of having had 
recourse to assassination, in order to effect the robbery. 
But, for a premeditated crime, consider what singular 
improvidence the person showed who had determined 
on committing it ; what folly and what weakness there 
is in the execution of it. 

" How many insurmountable obstacles are there in 
the way of committing and profiting by crime ! On 
leaving Belley, Louis Key, according to PeytePs state- 
ment, knowing that his master would return with 
money, provided himself with a holster pistol, which 
Madame Peytel had once before perceived among his 
effects. In PeytePs cabinet there were some balls; 
four of these were found in Rey^s trunk, on the 6th of 
November. And, in order to commit the crime, this 
domestic had bi'ought away with him a pistol, and no 
ammunition ! for PMel has informed us, that Rey, an 
hour before his departure from Macon, purchased six 
balls at a gunsmitli^s. To gain his point, the assassin 
must immolate his victims ; for this, he has only one 
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pistol, knowing, perfectly well, that Peytel, in all his 
travels, had two on his person ; knowing that, at a late 
hour of the night, his shot might fail of effect ; and 
that, in this case, he would be left to the mercy of his 
opponent. 

" The execution of the crime is, according to Pe3rtel'8 
account, still more singular. Louis does not get off the 
carriage, until Peytel tells him to descend. He does 
not think of taking his master's life until he is sure that 
the latter has his eyes open. It is dark, and the pair 
are covered in one cloak ; and Rey only fires at them 
at six paces distance : he fires at hazard, without dis- 
quieting himself as to the choice of his victim ; and the 
soldier, who was bold enough to undertake this double 
murder, has not force nor courage to consummate it. He 
files, carrying in his hand a useless whip, with a heavy 
mantle on his shoulders, in spite of the detonation of 
two pistols at his ears, and the rapid steps of an angry 
master in pursuit, which ought to have set him upon 
some better means of escape. And we find this man, 
full of youth and vigor, lying with his face to the 
ground, in the midst of a public road, falling without a 
struggle, or resistance, under blows of a hammer ! 

" And suppose the murderer had succeeded in his 
criminal project, what fruit could he have drawn from 
them ? — Leaving, on the road, the two bleeding bodies ; 
obliged to lead two carriages at a time, for fear of dis- 
covery ; not able to return himself after all the pains 
he had taken to speak, at every place at which they 
had stopped, of the money which his master was carry- 
ing with him ; too prudent to appear alone at Belley ; 
arrested at the frontier, by the excise officers, who would 
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present an impassable barrier to him till morning, — 
what could he do, or hope to do ? The examination of 
the car has shown that Rey, at the moment of the 
crime, had neither linen, nor clothes, nor effects of any 
kind. There was found in his pockets, when the body 
was examined, no passport, nor certificate ; one of his 
pockets contained a ball, of large calibre, which he had 
shown, in play, to a girl, at the inn at Macon, a little 
horn-handled knife, a snuffbox, a little packet of gun* 
powder, and a purse containing only a hal^enny and 
some string. Here is all the baggage, with which, 
after the execution of his homicidal plan, Louis Bey in- 
tended to take refuge in a foreign country.* Beside 
these absurd contradictions, there is another remarkable 
feet, which must not be passed over ; it is this : — the 
pistol, found by Rey, is of an antique form, and the 
original owner of it has been found. He is a curiosity 
merchant, at Lyons ; and, though he cannot affirm that 
Peytel was the person who bought this pistol of him, 
he perfectly recognises Peytel as having been a frequent 
customer at his shop ! 

" No, we may fearlessly affirm, that Louis Rey was 
not guilty of the crime which Peytel lays to his charge. 
If, to those who knew him, his mild and open disposi- 
tion, his military career, modest and without a stain, 
the touching regrets of his employers, are sufficient 
proofe of his innocence, — the calm and candid observer, 
who considers how the crime was conceived, was exe- 
cuted, and what consequences would have resulted from 

* This sentence is taken from another pai't of the acta 
d'accnsation. 
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it, will likewise acquit him, and free him of the odious 
imputation which Peytel endeavors to cast upon his 
memory. 

"But justice has removed the veil, with which an 
impious hand endeavored to cover itself. Already, on 
the night of the 1st of November, suspicion was 
awakened by the extraordinary agitation of Peytel ; by 
those excessive attentions towards his wife, which came 
so late ; by that excessive and noisy grief, and by those 
calculated bursts of sorrow, which are such as Nature 
does not exhibit. The criminal, whom the public con- 
science had fixed upon ; the man whose frightful com- 
binations have been laid bare, and whose falsehoods, 
step by step, have been exposed, during the proceedings 
previous to the trial ; the murderer, at whose hands a 
heart-stricken family, and society at large, demands an 
account of the blood of a wife; — that murderer 
Peytel !" 

When, my dear Briefless, you are judge (as I pj 
no doubt you will be, when you have left off the 
all night, cigar-smoking of mornings, and read 
novels in bed), will you ever find it in your heart 
order a fellow-sinner's head off, upon such evid^^ '■"" 
this ? Because a romantic Substitute du Procur^ du 
Roi chooses to compose and recite a little dramia, and 
draw tears from juries, let us hope that severe Rhada- 
manthine judges are not to be melted by such trumpery. 
One wants but the description of the characters, to 
lender the piece complete, as thus : — 
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Sebastien PejteJ, Meurtiier. 



I/ouia Re J, 



Soldat retir6, ' 
boD, brave, franc, 
jovial, aimant le 
-> YiD, leg femmea, ^-ses ^paiileB une 

oonyerture de che- 
val. 



Coetnmes. 
HabUlement 
complet de no- 
taire pei-fide : fi- 
gure p&le, barbe 
noire, cheveux 
noirsw 

Ck)stunie ordi- 
naire ; il porte sur 



la gaiety seB tnai 
tres surtout ; vrai 
Fran^ais, enfin. 

Wolfl^ Lieutenant de genda)*merie. 

Felioit^ d' Alcazar, Femme et yictime de PeyteL 

' Medeoiiifl ViUageoLa^ Filles d'Auberge, Gar^ons d'Ecurie, 

Ac. Ac 

i\,.lA Boene se pane but le pont d'Anded; entre M4con et 
P'^lley. n eat minuit La pluie tombe : lea tonnerree grondent. 
i del eet oonyert de nuages^ et sillonn^ d'4clair& 

. ,, J^ these personages are brought into play in the 

^ureur's drama; the villagers come in with their 

v|4us ; the old lieutenant of gendarmes, with his sus- 

^.ions ; Key's frankness and gaiety, the romantic cir- 

cnmo^'moes of his birth, his gallantry and fidelity, are 

a^ oduced, in order to form a contrast with Peytel, 

and Vv/ call down the jury's indignation against the 

latter. But are these proo& ? or anything like proo& ? 

And the suspicions, that are to serve instead of proo&, 

what are they ? 

" My servant, Louis Rey, was very sombre and re- 
served," says Pe3rtel ; " he refused to call me in the 
morning, to carry my money-chest to my room, to 
cover the open car when it rained." The Prosecutor 
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disproves these, by stating, that Rey talked with the 
inn maids and servants, asked if his master was up, and 
stood in the inn-yard, grooming the horses, with his 
master by his side, neither speaking to the other. Might 
he not have talked to the maids, and yet been sombre 
when speaking to his master? Might he not have 
neglected to call his master, and yet have asked whether 
he was awake ? Might he not have said that the inn 
gates were safe, out of hearing of the ostler witness ? 
Mr. Substitute's answers to Peytel's statements are no 
answers at all. Every word Peytel said might be true, 
and yet Louis Key might not have committed the 
murder ; or every word might have been false, and yet 
Louis Rey might have committed the murder. 

" Then," says Mr. Substitute, " how many obstacles 
are there to the commission of the crime ? And these are — 

" 1. Rey provided himself with <me holster pistol, to 
kill two people, knowing well that one of them had 
always a brace of pistols about him. 

" 2. He does not think of firing until his master's 
eyes are open ; fires at six paces, not caring at whom he 
filres, and then runs away. 

'^ 3. He could not have intended to kill his master, 
because he had no passport in his pocket, and no 
clothes ; and because he must have been detained at the 
firontier until morning ; and because he would have had 
to drive two carriages, in order to avoid suspidon. 

"4. And, a most singular circumstance, the very 
pistol, which was found by his side, had been bought 
at the shop of a man at Lyons, who perfectly recognised 
Peytel as one of his customers, though he coidd not say 
he had sold that particular weapon to Peytel." 
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Does it follow, from this, that Louis Eey is not the 
murderer ; much more, that Peytel is ? Look at argu- 
ment No 1. Rey had no need to kill two people; he 
wanted the money, and not the blood. Suppose he had 
killed Peytel, would he not have mastered Madame Pey- 
tel easily ? — a weak woman, in an excessively delicate 
situation, incapable of much energy, at the best of 
times. 

2. " He does not fire till he knows his master's eyes 
are open." Why, on a stormy night, does a man driv- 
ing a carriage go to sleep ? Was Rey to wait until his 
master snored ? "< He fires at six paces, not caring whom 
he hits ;" — and might not this happen too ? The night 
is not so dark but that he can see his master, in hia 
usutd place, driving. He fires and hits — ^whom ? Ma- 
dame Peytel, who had left her place, and was wrapped 
up with Peytel in his cloak. She screams out, " Husband, 
take your pistols." Rey knows that his master has a 
brace, thinks that he has hit the wrong person, and, as 
Peytel fires on him, runs away. Peytel follows, hammer 
in hand ; and as he comes up with the fugitive, he 
deals him a blow on the back of the head, and Rey falls 
— ^his face to the ground. Is there anything unnatural 
in this story ? — anything so monstrously unnatural, that 
is, that it might not be true ? 

3. These objections are absurd. Why need a man 
have change of linen ? If he had taken none for the 
journey, why should he want any for the escape ? Why 
need he drive two carriages ? — He might have driven 
both into thg river, and Mrs. Peytel in one. Why is he 
to go to the douane, and thrust himself into the very 
jaws of danger ? Are there not a thousand ways for a 
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man to pass a frontier ? Do smugglers, when they have 
to pass from one country to another, choose exactly 
those spots where a police is placed ? 

And finally, the gunsmith of Lyons, who knows 
Peytel quite well, cannot say that he sold the pistol to 
him ; that is, he did not sell the pistol to him ; for you 
have only one man's word, in this case (Peytel's), to the 
contrary ; and the testimony, as far as it goes, is in his 
favor. I say, my lud, and gentlemen of the jury, that 
these objections of my learned friend, who is engaged 
for the Crown, are absurd, frivolous, monstrous ; that to 
suspect away the life of a man upon such suppositions 
as these, is wicked, illegal, and inhuman ; and, what is 
more, that Louis Rey, if he wanted to commit the crime 
— if he wanted to possess himself of a large sum of 
money, chose the best time and spot for so doing ; and, 
no doubt, would have succeeded, if Fate had not, in a 
wonderful manner, caused Madame Peytel to take her 
husband's phce^ and receive the ball intended for him 
in her own head. 

But whether these suspicions are absurd or not, hit 
or miss, it is the advocate's duty, as it appears, to ui^e 
them. He wants to make as un&vorable an impres- 
sion as possible with regard to Peytel's character ; he, 
therefore, must, for contrast's sake, give all sorts of 
praise to his victim, and awaken every sympathy in the 
poor fellow's favor. Having done this, as far as lies in 
his power, having exaggerated every circumstance that 
can be unfavorable to Peytel, and given his own tale in 
the blandest manner possible — having declared that 
Peytel is the murderer of his wife and servant, the 
Crown now proceeds to back this assertion, by showing 
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what interested motives he had, and by relating, after 
its own fashion, the circumstances of his marriage* 

They may be told briefly here. Peytel was of a 
good family, of Macon, and entitled, at his mother's 
death, to a considerable property. He had been edu- 
cated as a notary, and had lately purchased a business, 
in that line, at Belley, for which he had paid a large 
sum of money: part of the sum, 16,000 francs, for 
which he had given bills, was still due. 

Near Belley, Peytel first met Felicity Alcazar, who 
was residing with her brother-in-law, Monsieur de Mont- 
richard ; and, knowing that the young lady's fortune 
was considerable, he made an offer of marriage to the 
brother-in-law, who thought the match advantageous, 
and communicated on the subiect with Felidte's mother, 
Madame Alcazar, at Paris. After a time, Peytel went 
to Paris, to press his suit, and was accepted. There 
seems to have been no affectation of love on his side ; 
and some little repugnance on the part of the lady, who 
yielded, however, to the wishes of her parents, and was 
married. The parties began to quarrel on the very day 
of their marriage, and continued their disputes almost 
to the close of the unhappy connection. Felicit6 was 
half blind, pasnonate, sarcastic, clumsy in her person 
and manners, and ill-educated. Peytel, a man of con- 
siderable intellect and pretensions, who had lived for 
some time at Paris, where he had mingled with good 
literary society. The lady was, in fact, as disagreeable 
a person as could well be, and the evidence describes 
some scenes which took place between her and her hus- 
band, showing how deeply she must have mortified and 
enraged him. 
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A diarge very clearly made out against Peytel, is 
that of dishonesty : he procured, from the notary of 
whom he bought his place, an acquittance in fall, where- 
as there were 15,000 francs owing, as we have seen. 
He also, in the contract of marriage, which was to have 
resembled, in all respects, that between Monsieur Brous- 
sais and another Demoiselle Alcazar, caused an altera- 
tion to be made in his favor, which gave him command 
over his wife's funded property, without furnishing the 
gurantees by which the other son-in-law was bound. 
And, almost immediately after his marriage, Peytel sold 
out of the funds a sum of 50,000 francs, that belonged 
to his wife, and used it for his own purposes. 

About two months after his marriage, Peytel press- 
ed his wife to make her toilL He had made his, he said, 
leaving everything to her, in case of his death: after 
some parley, the poor thing consented.* This is a cruel 

" Peytel," says the act of accusation, " did not fail to see 
the danger which would menace him, if this will (which had 
escaped the magistrates in their search of PeyteVs papers) was 
discovered. He, tlierefore, instructed bis agent to take pos- , 

session of it, which he did, and the fact was not mentioned for 
several months afterwards. Peytel and his agent were called 
upon to explain the circumstance, but refused, and their silence 
for a long time interrupted the 'instinictiou' (getting up of the 
evidence). All that could he obtained from them was an j 

avowal, that such a will existed, constituting Peytel his wife's 
sole legatee ; and a promise, on their partsi, to produce it before 
the Court gave its sentence." But why keep the will secret t 
The anxiety about it was surely absurd and unnecessary : the 
whole of Madame Peytel's family knew that such a will was 
made. She had consulted her sister concerning it, who said, — 
" If there is no other way of satisfying him, inake the will ;" — 
and the mother, when she heard of it, cried out — "Does he in- 
tend to poison her?" 
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Buspicion against him ; and Mr. Substitute has no need 
to enlarge upon it. As for the previous fact, the dishon- 
est'statement about the 15,000 francs, there is nothing 
murderous in that — nothing which a man very eager to 
make a good marriage might not do. The same may 
be said of the suppression, in Peytel's marriage contract, 
of the clause to be found in Broussais's, placing restric- 
tions upon the use of the wife's money. Mademoiselle 
d' Alcazar's friends read the contract before they signed 
it, and might have refused it, had they so pleased. 

After some disputes, which took place between Pey- 
tel and his wife (there were continual quarrels, and con- 
tinual letters passing between them from room to room), 
the latter was induced to write him a couple of exagge- 
rated letters, swearing " by the ashes of her father," 
that she would be an obedient wife to him, and entreat- 
ing him to counsel and direct her. These letters were 
seen by members of the lady's family, who, in the 
quarrels between the couple, always took the husband's 
part. They were found in Peytel's cabinet, after he had 
been arrested for the murder, and after he had had full 
access to all his papers, of which he destroyed or left as 
many as he pleased. The accusation makes it a matter 
of suspicion against Peytel, that he should have left 
these letters of his wife's in a conspicuous situation. 

"All these circumstances," says the accusation, " throw 
a fearful light upon Peytel's plans." The letters and 
will of Madame Peytel are in the hands of her husband. 
Three months pass away, and this poor woman is 
brought home, in the middle of the night, with two 
balls in her head, stretched at the bottom of her car 
riage, by the side of a peasant ! 
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. " What other than Sebastian Peytel could have 
committed this murder ? — ^whom could it profit ? — who, 
but himself had an odious chain to break, and an inhe^ 
itance to receive? Why speak of the servant's project- 
ed robbery ? The pistols found at the side of Louis's 
body, the balls bought by him at Macon, and those 
discovered at Belley, among his effects, were only the 
result of a perfidious combination. The pistol, indeed, 
which was found on the hill of Darde, on the night of 
the 1st of November, could only have belonged to Pey- 
tel, and must have been thrown by him, near the body 
of his domestic, with the paper which had before en-; 
veloped it. Who had seen this pistol in the hands oi 
Louis ? Among all the gendarmes, work-women, domes- 
tics, employed by Peytel and his brother-in-law, is there 
one single witness who had seen this weapon in Louis's 
possession ? It is true that Madame Peytel did, on one 
occasion, speak to M. de Montrichard of a pistol ; which 
had nothing to do, however, with that found near 
Louis Rey." 

Is this justice, or good reason? — Just reverse the 
argument, and apply it to Rey. " Who but Rey could 
have committed this murder? — who but Rey had a 
large sum of money to seize upon ? — a pistol is found 
by his side, balls and powder in his pocket, other 
balls in his trunks at home. The pistol found near his 
body could not, indeed, have belonged to Peytel : did 
any man ever see it in his possession ? The very gun- 
smith who sold it, and who knew Peytel, would he not 
have known that he had sold him this pistol ? At his 
own house, Peytel has a collection of weapons of all 
kinds : everybody has seen them : a man who makes 
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such collections is anxious to display them: did any 
one ever see this weapon ? — ^Not one. And Madame 
Peytel did, in her lifetime, remark a pistol in the valet's 
possession. She was short-sighted, and ootdd not par- 
ticularize what kind of pistol it was ; but she spoke of 
it to her husband and her brother-in-law." This is not 
satisfactory, if you please ; but, at least, it is as satisfac- 
tory as the other set of suppositions. It is the very 
chain of argument which would have been brought 
against Louis Rey, by this veiy same compiler of the 
act of accusation, had Rey survived, instead of Peytel ; 
and had he, as most undoubtedly would have been the 
case, been tried for the murder. 

This argument was shortly put by PeytePs counsel : 
— " If Peytel had been killed hy JRey^ in the strugqle^ 
would you not have found Rey guilty of the murder of 
his master and mistress ?" It is such a dreadful dilem- 
ma, that I wonder how judges and lawyers could have 
dared to persecute Peytel in the manner which they 

did. 

After the act of accusation, which lays down all the 
suppositions against Peytel as facts, whidi will not ad- 
mit the truth of one of the prisoner's allegations in his 
own defence, comes the trial. The judge is quite aa 
impartial as the preparer of the indictment, as will be 
seen by the following specimens of his interrogatories : 

Judge, " The act of accusation finds, in your state- 
ment, contradictions, improbabilities, impossibilities. 
Thus your domestic, who had determined to assassinate 
you, in order to rob you^ and who must have caictdated 
upon the consequence of a failure^ had neither passpoit 
nor money upon him. This is very unlikely ; became 
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he could not have gone £a,r away with only a single 
hal^nny, which was all he had." 

Prtsoner. '^ My servant was known, and often passed 
the frontier without a passport." 

Judge, ^ Your domestic had to assassinate ttDoptr- 
sonSy and had no weapon but a single pistol. He had 

no dagger ; and the only thing found on him was a 

knife." 

Prisoner, "In the car there were several turner's 
implements, which he might have used." 

Judge, " But he had not those arms upon him, be- 
cause you pursued him immediately. He had, accord- 
ing to you, only this old pistol." 

Prisoner. " I have nothmg to say." 

Judge, " Your domestic, instead of flying into woods, 
which skirt the road, ran straight forward on the road 
itself : thiSy agaiiiy is very unlikely P 

Prisoner, " This is a conjecture, I could answer by 
another conjecture ; I can only reason on the facts." 

Judge. " How far did you pursue him ?" 

Prisoner. " I don't know exactly." 

Judge. " You said, * two hundred paces.' " 

No answer from the prisoner. 

Judge. " Your domestic was young, active, robust, 
and tall. He was ahead of you. You were in a car- 
riage, from which you had to descend; you had to 
take your pistols from a cushion, and then your ham- 
mer; — ^how are we to believe that you could have 
caught him, if he ran ? It is impossible.^ 

Prisorver. " I can't explain it ; I think that Rey had 
some defect in one leg. I, for my part, run tolerably 
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Judge, ^ At what distance from him did you fire 
your first shot ?" 

Priwner. " I can't tell." 

Judge. '^ Perhaps he was not running when yoa 
fired." 

Prisoner, " I saw him runnmg." 

Judge, " In what position was your wife f* 

Prisoner, ^^ She was leaning on my left arm, and 
the man was on the right side of the carriage." 

Judge. " The shot must have been fired d bout por- 
tantj because it burned the eyebrows and lashes en- 
tirely. The assassin must have passed his pistol across 
your breast." 

Prisoner. " The shot was not fired so close,. I am 
convinced of it ; professional gentlemen wiQ prove it." 

Judge, " That is what you pretend, because you un- 
derstand perfectly the conseqtiences of admitting the 
fact. Your wife was hit with two balls — one striking 
downwards, to the right, by the nose, the other going, 
horizontally, through the cheek, to the left." 

Prisoner, "The contrary will be shown by the wit- 
nesses called for the purpose." 

Judge, " It is a very unlticky combination for youy 
that these balls which went, you say, from the same 
pistol, should have taken two diflferent directions." 

Prisoner, " I can't dispute about the various com- 
binations of arms — ^professional persons will be heard." 

Judge. "According to your statement, your wife 
said to you, * My poor husband, take your pistols.' " 

Prisoner. " Yes ; that is the fact." 

Judge, " In a manner quite distinct ? " 
Prisoner, " Yes." 
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Judge. ** So distinct that you did not fancj she was 
hit ? " 

Prisoner. " Yes ; that s the fact." 

Judge. ^ Here, again, is an impossibiUtg ; and no- 
thing is more precise than the declaration of the medi- 
cal men. They affirm that your wife could not have 
«poken — ^their report is unanimous." 

Prisoner. " I can only oppose to it quite contrary 

opinions from professional men, likewise : you must 

hear them." 

Judge. " What did your wife do next ? " 
• •«««« 

Judge. " You deny the statements of the witnesses :" 
(they related to Peytel's demeanor and behavior, which 
the judge wishes to show were very unusual; — and 
what, if they were ?) " Here, however are some mute 
witnesses, whose testimony you will not, perhaps, refiise. 
Near Louis Rey's body, was found a horse-cloth, a pis- 
tol, and a whip. * * Your domestic must 
have had this cloth upon him when he went to assassi- 
nate you ; it was wet and heavy. An assassin disen- 
cumbers himself of anything that is likely to impede 
him, especially when he is going to struggle with a man 
as young as himself." 

Prisoner. " My servant had, I believe, this covering 
on his body ; it might be useful to him to keep the 
priming of his pistol dry." 

The president caused the cloth to be opened, and 
showed that there was no hook, or tie, by which it 
could be held together ; and that Rey must have held 
it with one hand, and in the other, his whip, and the 
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pistol with whieh he int^ided to commit the eiime ; 
which was impossible. 

Prisoner, " These are only conjectures." 

And what conjectures, my God! upon which to 
take away the life of a man. Jefferies^ or Fouquier 
Tainvil]e, could scarcely have dared to make such. 
Such prejudice, such bitter persecution, such priming of 
the jury, such monstrous assumption and unreason — 
&ncy them coming from an impartial judge ! The man 
is worse than the public accuser. 

" Key," says the judge, " could not have committed 
the murder ; because he had no rncmey in his pockety to 
fiy^ in case of failure,^'* And what is the precise sum 
tiiat his lordship 'thinks necessary for a gentleman to 
hare, befl^ he makes such an attempt ? Are the men 
who murder for money, usually in possession of a cer- 
tain independence before they begin ? How much mo- 
ney was Rey, a servant, who loved wine and women, 
had been stopping at a score of inns, on the road, and 
had, probably, an annual income of 400 francs, — ^how 
much money was Rey likely to have ? 

^ Your servant had to assassinate two persons^ This 
I have mentioned before. Why had he to assassinate 
two persons,* when one was enough ? If he had kill- 
ed Peytel, could he not have seized and gagged his wife 
immediately ? 

*^ Your domestic ran straightforward^ instead of* 

* M. Belzac's theory of the case, is, that Bey had intiigued 
with Madame Peytel; haying known her previous to her 
marriage, when she was staying in the house of her brother- 
in-law, Monsieur de Montrichard ; where Key had been a ser- 
vant. 
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taking to the woods, by the side of the road : this is very 
unlikely r How does his worship know? Can any 
judge, however enlightened, tell the exact road that a 
man will take, who has just missed a coup of murder, 
and is pursued by a man, who is firing pistols at him f 
And has a judge a right to instruct a jury in this way, 
as to what they shall, or shall not, believe ? 

^^ You have to run after an active man, who has the 
start of you ; to jump out of a carriage ; to take your 
pistols ; and, then, your hammer. This is impossible^ 
By heavens ! does it not make a man's blood boil, to 
read such blundering, blood-seeking sophistry? This 
man, when it suits him, shows that Rey would be slow 
in his motions ; and, when it suits him, declares that 
Rey ought to be quick ; declares, ex cathedrd^^mhAt pace 
Bey should go, and what direction he should take ; 
shows, in a breath, that he must run faster than Peytel ; 
and then, that he could not run fast, because the doak* 
clogged him ; settles how he is to be dressed when he 
commits a murder, and what money he is to have in his 
pocket ; gives these impossible suppositions to the jury, 
and tells them that the previous statements are impossi- 
ble ; and, finally, informs them of the precise manner 
in which Rey must have stood, holding his horse-cloth 
in one hand, his whip and pistol in the other, when he 
made the supposed attempt at murder. Now, what is 
the size of a horse-cloth ? Is it as big as a pocket hand- 
kerchief ? Is there no possibility that it might hang 
over one shoulder ; that the whip should be held under 
that very arm ? Did you never see a carter so carry it, 
his hands in his pockets all the ^hile ? Is it monstrous, 
abhorrent to nature, that a man should fire a pistol 
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€rom under a doak, on a rainy day ? — ^tihat he aihoiild, 
after firing the shot, be frightened, and run ; run straight 
before him, with the doak on his shoulders, and the 
weapon in his hand ? Peytel's story is possible, and very 
possible ; it is almost probable. Allow that Rey had the 
cloth on, and you allow that he must have been dogged 
in his motions ; that Peytel may have oome up with 
him — ^fdled him with a blow of the hammer : the doc- 
tors say that he would have so fallen by one blow — ^he 
would have fallen on his face, as he was found : the pa- 
per might have been thrust into his breast, and tumbled 
out as he fell. Circumstances far more impossible have 
occu3Ted ere this ; and men have been hanged for them, 
who were as innocent of the crime laid to their charge, 
as the judge on the bench, who convicted them. 

In like maimer, Peytel may not have committed 
the crime charged to him ; and Mr. Judge, with his ar- 
guments, as to possibilities, and impossibilities, — Mr, 
Public Prosecutor, with his romantic narrative, and in- 
flammatory harangues to the jury, — may have used all 
these powers to bring to death an innocent man. From 
the animus with which the case has been conducted^ 
from beginning to end, it was easy to see the result. 
Here it is, in the words of the provindal paper. 



"Bourffe, 28 October, 1889. 

"The condemned Peytel has just undergone his 
punishment, which took place four days before the anni- 
versary of his crime. The terrible drama of the bridge 
of Andert, which cost the life of two persons, has just 
terminated on the scaffold. Mid-day had just sounded 
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oia the dock of the Pftlab : the same doek had tolled 
midnight, when, on the dOth of Augusti hia sentenoe 
was pronoonced. 

^ Since the rejection of his appeal in Cassation, on 
which his prindpal hopes were fbnnded, Peytel spoke 
little of his petition to the King. The notion of trans- 
portation was that which he seemed to cherish most 
However, he made several inquiries from the jailer of 
the prison, when he saw him, at meal-time, with regard 
to the place of execution, the usual hour, and other de- 
tails on the subject From that period, the words 
* Champ de Foire ' (the fair-field, where the execution 
was to be held), were frequently used by him in conver- 
sation. 

'' Yesterday, the idea, that the time had arrived, 
seemed to be more strongly than ever impressed upon 
him, especially after the departure of the cur6, who, lat- 
terly, has been with him every day. The documents 
connected with the trial, had arrived in the morning : 
he was ignorant of this drcumstance, but sought to 
discover, from his guardians, what they tried to hide 
from him ; and to find out whether his petition was re- 
jected, and when he was to die. 

"Yesterday, also, he had written, to demand the 
presence of his counsel, M. Margerand, in order that he 
might have some conversation with him, and regulate 

his aflfairs, before he ; he did not write down the 

word, but left in its place a few points of the pen. 

^ In the evening, whilst he was at supper, he begged 
earnestly to be allowed a little wax candle, to finish 
what he was writing; otherwise, he said. Time might 
fail. This was a new, indirect, manner of repeating 
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fak ordinaiy queetioii. As light, up to that eTeniiig, 
had been refused him, it was thought best to deny him 
in tills, as in fonner instances ; otherwise his suspicions 
might have been confirmed. The keeper refused his de- 
mand. 

'^This morning, Monday, at nine o'dock, the Gref- 
fier of the Assize Court, in fulfilment of the painful duty 
which the law imposes upon him, came to the prison, in 
company with the cur6 of Bouig, and annoimced to the 
convict that his petition was rejected, and that he had 
<«ly three hours to live. He received this fatal news 
with a great deal of calmness, and showed himself to 
be no more affected than he had been on the trial. 'I 
am ready; but I wish they had given me four-and 
twenty hours' notice,' — ^were all the words he used. 

" The Ghreffier now retired ; leaving Pey tel alone with 
ihe cur^ who did not, thenceforth, quit him. Peytel 
break&sted at ten o'clock. 

" At eleven, a picquet of mounted gendarmerie and 
in&niry took their station upon the place before the 
prison, where a great concourse of people had already 
assembled. An open car was at the door. Before he 
went out, Peytel asked the jailer for a looking-glass ; 
and, having examined his face for a moment, said, ' At 
least, the inhabitants of Bourg will see that I have not 
grown thin.' 

^ As twelve o'clock sounded, the prison gates opened, 
an aide appeared, followed by Peytel leaning on the 
arm of the curate. Peytel's face was pale, he had a 
long black beard, a blue cap on his head, and his great 
eoat flung over his shooldeny and buttoned at the neck. 

'^He looked about at the place and the crowd; 1m 

VOL. II. 1* 
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asked if the carriage would go at a trot ; and on being 
told that that would be difficult, he said he would pre- 
fer walking, and asked what the road was. He imme- 
diately set out, walking at a firm and rapid pace. He 
was not bound at all. 

"An immense crowd of people encumbered the two 
streets through which he had to pass to the place of ex- 
ecution. He cast his eyes, alternately, upon them, and 
upon the guillotine, which was before him. 

" Arrived at the foot of the scaffold, Peytel em- 
braced the cur6, and bade him adieu. He then em- 
braced him again ; perhaps, for his mother and sister. 
He then mounted the steps, rapidly, and gave himself 
into the hands of the executioner, who removed his coat 
and cap. He asked how he was to place himself and, 
on a sign being made, he flung himself, briskly, on the 
plank, and stretched his neck. In another moment he 
was no more. 

" The crowd, which had been quite silent, retired, 
profoundly moved by the sight it had witnessed. As 
at all executions, there was a very great number ot 
women present. 

"Under the scaffold there had been, ever since the 
morning, a coffin. The family had asked for his re- 
mains, and had them immediately buried, privately: 
and, thus, the unfortunate man's head escaped the 
modellers in wax, several of whom had arrived to take 
an impression of it." 



Down goes the axe ; the poor wretch's head rolls 
gaping into the basket ; the spectators go home, pon- 
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dering ; and Mr. Executioner and his aids hare, in half 
an hour, removed all traces of the august sacrifice, and 
of the altar on which it had been performed. Say, Mr. 
Briefless, do you think that any single person, medi- 
tating murder, would be deterred therefrom by behold- 
ing tiiis — ^nay, a thousand more executions ? It is not 
for moral improvement, as I take it, nor for opportunity 
to make appropriate remarks upon the punishment of 
crime, that people make a holiday of a killing-day ; and 
leave their homes and occupations, to flock and witness 
the cuttmg off of a head. Do we crowd to see Mr. 
Macready, in the new tragedy, or Mademoiselle Elssler 
in her last new ballet, and flesh-colored stockinet panta- 
loons, out of a pure love of abstract poetry and beauty; 
or from a strong notion that we shall be excited, in dif- 
ferent ways, by the actor and the dancer ? And so, as 
we go to have a me^ of fictitious terror at the tragedy, 
of something more questionable in the ballet, we go for 
a glut of blood to the execution. The lust is in every 
man's nature, more or less : did you ever witness a 
wrestling or boxing match? — ^the first clatter of the 
kick on the shins, or the first drawing of blood, makes 
the stranger shudder a little ; but, soon, the blood is his 
chief enjoyment, and he thirsts for it with a fierce de- 
light It is a fine grim pleasure that we have in seeing 
a man killed ; and I make no doubt but the oigans of 
destructiveness must begin to throb and swell, as we 
witness the delightful, savage spectacle. 

Three or four years back, when Fieschi and Lace- 
naire were executed, I made attempts to see the execu- 
tion of both, but was disappointed in both cases. In 
the first instance, the day for Fiescbi's death was, pur* 
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posely, kept secret ; and he was, if I remember rightly, 
executed at some remote quarter of the town. But it 
would have done a philanthropist good, to witness the 
scene which we saw on the morning when his execution 
did not take place. 

It was Carnival time, and the rv mor had pretty gen- 
erally been carried abroad, that he was to die on that 
morning. A friend, who accompanied me, came many 
miles, through the mud and dark, in ord^ to be in at 
the death. We set out before light, floundering thrca^h 
the muddy Champs Mysto, where, beaidea, were many 
other persons floundering, and all bent upon the same 
errand. We passed by die Concert of Musard, then 
held in the Rue St Honor6 ; and round this, in the wet, 
a number of coaches were collected : the ball was just 
'up"; and a crowd of people, in hideous masquerade, 
drunk, tired, dbiy, dressed in horrible old frippery, and 
daubed with filthy rouge, were trooping out of the place ; 
tipsy women and men, shrieking, jabbering, gesticula- 
ting, as Frendi will do ; pasties swaggering, staggering 
forwards, arm in arm, reeling to and fro across the street, 
Bad ydling songs in chorus ; hundreds of these were 
bound for tilie i^ow, and we thought ourselves ludcy in 
finding a vebide to the ^ecution place, at the Barri^ 
d'Enfer. As we crossed the river, and entered the En- 
fer-street, crowds of students, black workmen, and more 
drunken devils, fr*om more camival-baUs, were filling 
it; and on the grand place there were thousands of 
these assembled, looking out for Fieschi and his cortdge. 
We waited, and waited ; but, alas ! no fiin fer us that 
morning: no throatrcutting ; no august iq>ectacle of 
satisfied justice ; and the eager spectators wexe obliged 
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to return, disappointed of their expected break&st of 
blood. It would have been a fine scene, that execution, 
could it but have taken place in the nudst of the mad 
mountebanks, and tipsy strumpets, who had flocked so 
£Eur to witness it, wishing to wind up the delights of 
their carnival by a bonne-bouche of a murder. 

The other attempt was equally unfortunate. We 
arrived too late on the ground, to be present at the ex- 
ecution of Lacenaire and his co-mate in murder, Avril. 
But as we came to the ground (a gloomy round space, 
within the barrier— three roads lead to it~-and, outside, 
you see the wine shops and restaurateurs of the barrier 
looldng gay and inig),^ we c«ne to d.e ground 
we only found, in the midst of it, a little pool of ice, 
just partlaUy tinged with red. Two or tiree idle street 
boys were dancing and stamping about this pool ; and 
when I asked one of them wheliier the execution had 
taken place, he began dancing more madly than ever, 
and shrieked out with a loud fantastical theatrical voice, 
^ Venez tous Messieurs et Dames^ voyez id le sang du 
monstre Lacenaire, et de son compagwm^ le traitre Avril ;^^ 
or words to that effect ; and, straightway, all the other 
gamins screamed out the words in chorus, and took 
hands and danced round the little puddle. 

O august Justice, your meal was followed by a pretty 
Impropriate grace ! Was any man who saw the show, 
deterred, or frightened, or moralized in any way ! He 
had gratified his appetite for blood, and this was all : 
there is something singularly pleasing, both in the 
amusement of execution-seeing, and in the results. You 
are not only delight^lly excited at the time, but most 
pleasingly relaxed afterwards ; them ind, which has been 

2* 
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wound up, painfully, until now, becomes quite complacent 
and easy. There is something agreeable in the misfor- 
tunes of others, as the philosopher has told us : remark 
what a good breakfast you eat, after an execution ; 
how pleasant it is to cut jokes after it, and upon it. 
This merry, pleasant mood, is brought on by the blood 
tonic. 

But, for God's sake, if we are to enjoy this, let us 
do so in moderation ; and let us, at least, be sure of a 
man's guilt, before we murder him. To kill him, even 
with the full assurance that he is guilty, is hazardous 
enough. Who gave you the right to do so ? — you, who 
cry out against suicides, as impious and contrary to 
Christian law ? What use is there in killing him ? You 
deter no one else from committing the crime, by so 
doing : you give us, to be sure, half an hour's pleasant 
entertainment ; but it is a great question whether we 
derive much moral profit from the sight. If you want 
to keep a murderer from farther inroads upon society, 
are there not plenty of hulks and prisons, God wot ; 
tread-mills, galleys, and houses of correction ? Above 
all, as in the case of Sebastian Peytel and his family ; 
there have been two deaths already ; was a third death 
absolutely necessary? and, taking the falhbility of judges 
and lawyers into his heai-t, and remembering the thou- 
sand instances of unmerited punishment that have been 
suftered upon similar and stronger evidence, before, — 
can any man declare, positively, and upon his oath, that 
Peytel was guilty, — and that this was not the third 
murder in the family ? 



FOUR IMITATIONS OF BERANGER. 



LE ROI DTVETOT. 

Il 6tait un roi d'Yvetot, 

Peu connu dans Phistoire ; 
Se levant tard, se oouchant t6t, 

Dormant fort bien sans gloire, 
Et couronn6 par Jeanneton 
D'un simple bonnet de coton, 

Dit-on. 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! ah! ah! ah! ah! 
Quel bon petit roi c^^tait lit ! 
La, la. 

n fesait ses quatre repas 

Dans son palais de chaume, 
Et sur un dine, pas a pas, 

Parcourait son royaume. 
Joyeux, simple et croyant le bien, 
Pour toute garde il n'avait rien 

Qu'un chien. 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! ah! ah! ah! ah! <&c. 
La, la. 

n n'avait de godi on^reux 
Qu'une soif un peu vive ; 
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Mais, en rendant son peuple heoreux, 

n feut bien qu'un roi vive. 
Lui-m£me k table, et sans suppdt^ 
Sur chaque muid levait un pot 

D'imp6t. 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! ah! ah ! ah ! ah ! <fec 

La, la. 

Aux fiUes de bonnes maisons 

Comme il avait su plaire, 
Ses sujetB avaient cent raisons 

De le nommer leur pere : 

D^ailleurs il ne levait de ban 

"Que pour tirer quatre fois Pan 

Au blanc 
Oh! oh! oh! ohl ah! ah! ah! ah! &c. 

La, la. 

n n'agrandit point ses 6tats, 

Fut un voisin commode, 
Et, modele des potentate, 

Prit le plaisir pour code. 
Ce n'est que lorsqu'il expira. 
Que le peuple qui Penterra 

Pleura. 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! ah! ah! ah! ahl ^c 

La, !a. 

On conserve encor le portrait 

De ce digne et bon prince; 
Cest Penseigne d'un cabaret 

Fameux dans la province. 
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Les jours de fdte, bien souvent, 
La foule s'6crie en buvant 

Devant : 
Oh! oh! oh! oh ah! ah! ah! ah! 
Quel bon petit roi c'^tait la ! 

La la. 



THE KING OF YVETOT. 



There was a kmg of Yvetot, 

Of whom renown hath little said, 
Who let all thoughts of glory go, 

And dawdled half his days a-bed ; 
And every night as night came romid, 
By Jenny, with a nightcap crowned, 

Slept very sound. 
Sing, ho, ho ho 1 and he, he, he ! 
That's the kmd of king for me. 

And every day it came to pass. 

That four lusty meals made he ; 
And, step by step, upon an asa, 

Rode abroad his realms to see ; 
And wherever he did stir. 
What think you was his escort, sir ? 

Why, an old cur. 
Sing ho, ho, ho ! <fcc 

If e'er he went into excess, 

Twas from a somewhat lively thirst ; 
But he who would his subjects bless. 

Odd's fish ! — ^must wet his whistle first; 
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And 80 from every cask they got, 
Our king did to himself allot, 
At least a pot, 
Sing, ho, ho, ! &c. 

To all the ladies of the land, 

A courteous king, and kind, was he ; 
The reason why you'll understand, 
They named him Pater Patriae. 
Each year he called his fighting men. 
And marched a league from home, and then 

Marched back again. 
Sing, ho, ho ! &c. 

Neither by force nor felse pretence. 

He sought to make his kingdom great, 
And made (oh ! princes, learn from hence) — 

" Live and let live," his rule of state. 
TVas only when he came to die. 
That his people, who stood by. 

Were known to cry. 
Sing ho, ho ! <fec. 

The portrait of this best of kings 

Is extant still, upon a sign 
That on a village tavern swings. 

Famed in the country for good wine. 
The people in their Sunday trim, 
Filling their glasses to the brim, 
Look up to him. 
Singing, ha, ha, ha I and he, he, he ! 
That's the sort of king for me. 



8* 



THE KING OF BRENTFORD. 

AKOTHER VERSION. 



Thbbb was a king in Brentford, — of whom no legends 

tell, 
But who, without his glory, — could eat and sleep right 

well. 
His Polly's cotton nightcap— it was his crown of state, 
He slept c^ evemngs early, — and rose of mornings late. 

All in a fine mud palace, — each day he took four meals, 

And for a guard of honor, — ^a dog ran at his heels. 

Sometimes, to view his kingdoms, — ^rode forth this mon- 
arch good, 

And then a prancing jackass — ^he royally bestrode. 

There were no costly habits — ^with which this king was 
curst. 

Except (and where's the harm on't?) — ^a somewhat lively 
thirst; 

But people must pay taxes, — and kings must have their 
sport. 

So out of every gallon — ^His Grace he took a quart. 

He pleased the ladies roimd him, — ^with manners soft 
and bland ; 
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With reason good, they named him, — ^the &ther of his 

land. 
Each year his mighty armies — ^marched forth in gallant 

show ; 
Their enemies were ta3^ets,-^their bullets they were tow. 

He vexed no quiet neighbour, — ^no useless conquest 

made, 
But by the laws of pleasure, — ^his peaceful realm he 

swayed. 
And in the years he reigned, — through all this country 

wide. 
There was no cause for weeping, — save when the good 

man died. 

The faithfdl men of l^rentford, — do still their long 

deplore, 
His pona^it yet is swinging, — ^beside an alehouse door. 
And topers, tender-hearted, — ^regard his honest phiz. 
And envy times departed, — ^that knew a reign like his. 



LE GRENIER, 



Jb viens revoir Pasile oik ma jeunesse 
De la mis^re a subi les leqons. 
J'ayais vingt ana, une foUe maitresse, 
De francs amis et Pamour des chansons : 
Bravant le monde et les sots et les sairas, 
Sans avenir, riche de mon printempT^ 
Leste et joyeux je montais six Stages. 
Dans un grenier qu'on est bien k vingt ans ! 

C'est un grenier, point ne veux qu'on I'ignore. 
La f ut mon lit, bien chetif et bien dur ; 
Lh. fdt ma table ; et je retrouve encore 
Trois pieds d'un vers charbonn6s sur le mur 
Apparaissez, plaisirs de mon bel dge, 
Que d^un coup d^aile a fustig^s le temps. 
Vingt fois pour vous j^ai mis ma montre en gage. 
Dans un grenier qu'on est bien h. vingt ans ! 

Lisette ici doit surtout apparaltre, 
Vive, jolie, avec un frais chapeau : 
D6ja sa main a I'^troite fen6tre 
Suspend son schal, en guise de rideau. 
Sa robe aussi va parer ma couchette ; 
Respecte, Amour, ses plis longs et flottans. 
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Pai 8U depuis qui payait sa toilette. 

Dans un grenier, qu'on est bien a vingt ans I 

A table un jour, jour de grande richesse, 
De mes amis les voix brillaient en choeur, 
Quand jusqu'ici monte un cri d'all^gresse : 
A Marengo, Bonaparte est vainqueur. 
Le canon gronde; un autre chant commence ; 
Nous c^l^brons tant de faiis 6clatans. 
Les rois jamais n'envaliiront la France. 
Dans Jgrenierqu'on est bien i vingt an,! 

Quittons ce toit ou ma raison s'enivre. 
Oh I qu'ils sont loin ces jours si regrett^ ! 
J'6changerais ce qu'il me reste a yivre 
Contre un des mois qu'ici Dieu m'a compt^s. 
Pour rSver gloire, amour, plaisir, folic, 
Pour d^penser sa vie en pen d'instans, 
D'un long espoir pour la voir embellie, 
Dans uns grenier qu'on est bien h, vingt ans I 



THE GARRET. 



With pensive eyes the little room I view. 

Where, in my youth, I weathwed it so long; 
With a wHd mistress, a stanch Mend or two, 

And a light heart still breaking into song : 
Making a mock of life, and all its cares, 

Rich in the glory of my rising sun, 
Lightly I vaulted up four pair of stairs, 

In the brave days when I was twenty-one. 

Yes ; 'tis a garret — ^let him know't who will — 

There was my bed — full hard it was, and small. 
My table there — and I decipher still 

Half a lame couplet charcoaled on the wall. 
Ye joys, that Time hath swept with him away. 

Come to mine eyes, ye dreams of love and fun ; 
For you I pawned my watch how many a day, 

Tn the brave days when I was twenty-one. 

And see my little Jessy, first of all ; 

She comes with pouting lips and sparkling eyes ; 
Behold, how roguishly she pins her shawl 

Across the narrow casement, curtain-wise ; 
Now by the bed her petticoat glides down. 

And when did woman look the worse in none ? 



i 
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I have heard since who paid for many a gown, 
In the brave days when I was twenty-one. 

One joUy evening, when my friend and 1 

Made happy music with our songs and cheers, 
A shout of triumph mounted up thus high, 

And distant cannon opened on our ears ; 
We rise, — ^we join in the triumphant strain, — 

Napoleon conquers — Austerlitz is won— 
Tyrants shall never tread us down again. 

In the brave days when I was twenty-one. 



Let us be gone — ^the place is sad and strange 
How far, far off, these happy times appear ; 

All that I have to live I'd gladly change 
For one such month as I have wasted here — 

To draw long dreams of beauty, love, and power, 
From founts of hope that never will outrun. 

And drink all life's quintessence in an hour, 
* Give me the days when I was twenty-one ! 
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ROGER-BONTEMPS. 



Aux gens atrabilaires 
Pour exemple donne, 
En un temps de miseres 
Roger-Bontemps est n^. 
Vivre obscur k sa guise, 
Narguer les mecontens ; 
Eh gai ! c'est la devise 
Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

Du chapeau de son pere, 
CoiffiB dans les grands joursy 
De roses ou de lierre 
Le rajeunir toujours ; 
Mettre un manteau de bure, 
Vieil ami de vingt ans ; 
Eh gai ! c'est la parure 

Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

« 

Poss^er dans sa hutte 
Une table, un vieux lit, 
Des cartes, une llOite, 
Un broc que Dieu remplit } 
Un portrait de mattresse, 
Un cofire et rien dedans ; 
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Eh gai ! c'est la riclieBse 
Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

Aux enfans de la ville 
Montrer de petits jeux ; 
Eire feseur habUe 
Le contes graveleux ; 
Ne parler que de danse 
Et d'almanachs chantans ; 
Eh gai ! c'est la science 
Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

Faute de vins d'elite, 
Sabler ceux du canton ; 
Pr6f(6rer Marguerite 
Aux dames du grand ton : 
De joie et de tendresse 
Remplir tons ses instans ; 
Eh gai ! c'est la sagesse 
Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

Dire au ciel : Je me ^e, 
Mon pere, ^ ta bont6 ; 
De ma philosophie 
Pardonne la gatt^ : 
Que ma saison demiere 
Soit encore un printemps ; 
Eh gai 1 c'est la priere 
Du gros Roger-Bontemps. 

Vous, pauvres pleins d'envie, 
Vous, riches d^sireux, 
12 
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Vous, dont le char d^vie 
Apres un cours heureux ; 
Vous, qui perdrez peut-^tre 
Des litres 6clatans, 
Eh gai I prenez pour maitre 
Le gros Roger-Bontemps. 



JOLLY JACK. 



When fierce political debate 

Throughout the isle was storming, 
And Rads attacked the throne and state, 

And tones the reforming, 
To calm the fiirious rage of each, 

And right the land demented. 
Heaven sent us Jolly Jack, to teach 

The way to be contented. 

Jack's bed was straw, 'twas warm and soft, 

His chair, a three-legged stool ; 
His broken jug was emptied oft, 

Yet, somehow, always full. 
His mistress' portrait decked the wall. 

His mirror had a crack ; 
Yet, gay and glad, though this was all 

His wealth, lived Jolly Jack. 

To give advice to avarice. 

Teach pride its mean condition. 

And preach good sense to dull pretence, 
Was honest Jack's high mission. 

Our simple statesman found his rule 
Of moral in the flagon, 
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And held his philosophic school 
Beneath the George and Dragon. 

When village Solons cursed the Lords, 

An<f called the malt-tax sinful, 
Jack heeded not their angry words, 

But smiled, and drunk his skin fiiU. 
And when men wasted health and Hfe, 

In search of rank and riches. 
Jack marked, aloo^ the paltry strife, 

And wore his threadbare breeches. 

^ I enter not the church," he said, 

" But m not seek to rob it ;" 
So worthy Jack Joe Miller read, 

While others studied Cobbett 
His talk, it was of feast and fun ; 

His guide the Almanack ; 
From youth to age thus gaily run 

The life of Jolly Jack. 

And when Jack prayed, as oft he would. 

He humbly thanked Jiis Maker ; 
" I am," said he, " O Father good 1 

Nor Catholic, nor Quaker : 
Give each his creed, let each proclaim 

EQs catalogue of curses ; 
I trust in Thee, and not in them. 

In Thee, and in Thy mercies ! 

** Forgive me ii, 'midst all Thy works, 
No hint I see of damning ; 
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And think there's £uth among the Turks, 
And hope for e'en the Bramin. 

Harmless my mind is, and my mirth, 
And kindly is my laughter ; 

T cannot see the smiling earth, 
And think there's hell hereafter.'' 

Jack died ; he left no legacy, 

Save that his story teaches : — 
Content to peevish poverty ; 

Humility to riches. 
Ye scornful great, ye envious small. 

Come, follow in his track ; 
We all were happier, if we all 

Would copy Jolly Jack. 



FRENCH DRAMAS AND MELODRAMAS. 



There are three kinds of drama in France, which ^ou 
may subdivide as much as you please. 

There is tlie old classical drama, well nigh dead, and 
full time too. Old tragedies, in which half a dozen 
characters appear and spout sonorous Alexandrines for 
half a dozen hours : the fair Rachel has been trying to 
revive this genre, and to untomb Racine ; but be not 
alarmed, Racine will never come to life again, and cause 
audiences to weep, as of yore. Madame Rachel can 
only galvanize the corpse, not revivify it Ancient 
French tragedy, red-heeled, patched, and be-periwigged, 
lies in the grave ; and it is only the ghost of it that we see, 
which the fair Jewess has raised. There are classical 
comedies in verse, too, wherein the knavish valets, rakish 
heroes, stolid old guardians, and smart, free-spoken, 
serving-women, discourse in Alexandrines, as loud as 
the Horaces or the Cid. An Englishman will seldom 
reconcile himself to the rovfiement of the verses, and 
the painful recurrence of the rhymes ; for my part, I 
had rather go to Madame Saqui's, or see Deburan dan- 
cing on a rope ; his lines are quite as natural and 
poetical. 

Then there is the comedy of the day, of which 
Monsieur Scribe is the father. Good heavens ! with 
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what a number of gay colonels, smart widows, and silly 
husbands has that gentleman peopled the play-books. 
How that unfortunate seventh commandment has been 
maltreated by him and his disciples. You will see four 
pieces, at the Gymnase, of a night ; and so sure as you 
see them, four husbands shall be wickedly used. When 
is this joke to cease ? Mon Dieu ! Play writers have 
handled it for about two thousand years, and the public, 
like a great baby, must have the tale repeated to it over 
and over again. 

Finally, there is the Drama, that great monster 
which has sprung into life of late years ; and which is 
said, but I don^t believe a word of it, to have Shakspeare 
for a &ther. If Mr. Scribe's plap may be said to be so 
many ingenious examples how to break one command- 
ment, the drame is a grand and general chaos of them 
all ; nay, several crimes are added, not prohibited in the 
Decalogue, which was written before dramas were. Of 
the drama, Victor Hugo and Dumas are the well-known 
and respectable guardians. Every piece Victor Hugo 
has written, since "' Hemani,'' has contained a monster 
— a delightful monster, saved by one virtue. There is 
Triboulet, a foolish monster; Lucrece Borgia, a ma- 
ternal monster ; Mary Tudor, a religious monster ; Mon- 
sieur Quasimodo, a hump-backed monster ; and others 
that might be named, whose monstrosities we are in- 
duced to pardon — ^nay, admiringly to witness — ^because 
they are agreeably mingled with some exquisite display 
of affection. And, as the great Hugo has one monster 
to each play, the great Dumas has, ordinarily, half a 
doaen, to whom murder is nothing ; common intrigue, 
and simple breakage of the before-mentioned oommand- 
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ment, nothing ; but who live and move in a vast, de- 
lightful complication of crime, that cannot be easily 
conceived in England, much less described. 

When I think over the number of crimes that I 
have seen Mademoiselle Georges, for mstance, commit, 
I am filled with wonder at her greatness, and the great- 
ness of the poets who have conceived these charming 
horrors for her. I have seen her make love to, and 
murder, her sons, in the " Tour de Nesle." I have seen 
her poison a company of no less than nine gentlemen, 
at Ferrara, with an affectionate sou in the number ; I 
have seen her, as Madame de Brinvilliers, kill off num- 
bers of respectable relations in the four first acts ; and, 
at the last, be actually burned at the stake, to which 
sh« comes shuddering, ghastly, barefooted, and in a 
white sheet Sweet excitement of tender sympathies ! 
Sudi tragedies are not so good as a real, downright exe- 
cution ; but, in point of interest, the next thing to it : 
with what a number of moral emotions do they fill the 
breast ; with what a hatred for vice, and yet a true pity 
and respect for that grain of virtue that is to be found 
in us all ; our bloody, daughter-loving Brinvilliers ; our 
warm-hearted poisonous Lucretia Borgia; above all, 
what a smart appetite for a cool supper afterwards, at 
the Caf6 Anglais, when the horrors of the play act as a 
piquant sauce to the supper ! 

Or, to speak more seriously, and to come, at last, to 
the point. After having seen most of the grand dramas 
which have been produced at Paris, for the last half- 
dozen years, and thinking over all that one has seen, — 
the fictitious murders, rapes, adulteries, and other crimes, 
by which one has been interested and excited, — ^a man 
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may take leave to be heartily ashamed of the maimer 
in which he has spent his time ; and of the hideous 
kind of mental intoxication in which he has permitted 
himself to indulge. 

Nor are simple society outrages the only sort of 
crime in which the spectator of Paris plays has permitted 
himself to indulge ; he has recreated himself with a 
deal of blasphemy besides, and has passed many pleas- 
ant evemngs in beholding religion defiled and ridiculed. 

Allusion has been made, in a former paper, to a 
fiishion that lately obtained in France, and which went 
by the name of CathoHc reaction ; and as, in this happy 
country, foshiou is eveiy thing, we have had not merely 
GathoUc pictures and quasi religious books, but a num- 
ber of Catholic pla^s have been produced, very edifying 
to the frequenters of the theatres or the Boulevards, 
who have learned more about religion from these perform- 
ances than they have acquired, no doubt, in the whole 
of their lives before. In the course of a very few years 
we have seen — " The Wandering Jew ;" " Belshazzar's 
Feast;" ^' Nebuchanezzar," and the '^Massacre of the 
Lmooents ;" ^'Joseph and his Brethren ;" ** The Passage 
of the Bed Sea ;" and '' The Deluge." 

The great Dumas, like Madame Sand, before men- 
tioned, has brought a vast quantity of religion before 
the foot-lights. There was his famous tragedy of *' Ca- 
ligula," which, be it spoken to the shame of the Paris 
critics, was coldly received; nay, actually hissed, by 
them. And why ? Because, says Dumas, it contained 
a great deal too much piety for the rogues. The public, 
he says, was much more religious, and understood him 
at once. 
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" As for the critics," says he, nobly, " let those who 
cried out against the immorality of Antony and Mar- 
guerite de Bourgogne, reproach me for the chastity oj 
Mesaalina. (This dear creature is the heroine of the 
play of * Caligula.') It matters Lttie to me. These 
people have but seen the form of my work ; they have 
walked round the tent, but have not seen the ardi 
which it covered ; they have examined the va^ es and 
candles of the altar, but have not opened the taber- 
nacle ! 

" The public alone has, instinctively, comprehended 
that there was, beneath this outward sign, an inward 
and mysterious grace: it followed the action of the 
piece in all its serpentine windings ; it listened for four 
hours, with pious attention (avec recueillement et re- 
n^on), to the sound of this rolling river of thoughts, 
which may have appeared to it new and bold, perhaps, 
but chaste and grave ; and it retired, with its head on 
its breast, like a man who had just perceived, in a 
dream, the solution of a problem which he has long 
and vainly sought in his waking hours." 

You see that not only Saint Sand is an apostle, in 
her way ; but Saint Dumas is another. We have 
people in England who write for bread, like Dumas and 
Sand, and are paid so much for their line ; but they 
don't set up for prophets. Mrs. TroUope has never de- 
clared that her novels are inspired by Heaven ; Mr. 
Buckstone has written a great number of farces, and 
never talked about the altar and the tabernacle. Even 
Sir Edward Bulwer (who, on a similar occasion, when 
the critics found fault with a play of his, answered them 
by a pretty decent declaration of his own merits,) never 
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ventured to say that lie had received a divine mission, 
and was uttering five-act revelations. 

All things considered, the tragedy of " Caligula" is 
a decent tragedy ; as decent as the decent characters of 
the hero and heroine can allow it to be ; it may be 
almost said, provokingly decent : but this, it must be 
remembered, is the characteristic of the modem French 
school (nay, of the English school too) ; and if the 
writer take the character of a remarkable scoundrel, it 
is ten to one but he turns out an amiable fellow, in 
whom we have all the warmest sympathy. Caligula is 
killed at the end of the performance ; Messalina is com- 
paratively well-behaved ; and the sacred part of the 
performance, the tabernacle-characters apart from the 
mere "vase" and "candlestick" personages, may be 
said to be depicted in the person of a Christian con- 
vert, Stella, who has had the good fortune to be con- 
verted by no less a person than Mary Magdalene, when 
she, Stella, was staying on a visit to her aunt, near 
Narbonne. 

Stella (eontinuani.) Voilli 

Que je vois s'avanoer, sans pilote et sans rames^ 
Une barque portant deux hommes et deux femmes. 
£t^ spectacle inoui qui me ravit enoor, 
Tous quatre avaient au front une aurdole d'or 
D'oii partaient des rayons de si vive Inmidre 
Que je fus obligee k baiaser la paupi^re ; 
Et^ lorsqne je ronvris les yeux aveo effroi, 
Les voyageurs divins 6taient aupr^ de moi. 
Un jour de chacun d'eux et dans toute sa gloire 
Je te raconterai la merveilleuse histoire, 
Et tu I'adoreras, j'espdre ; en oe moment^ 
Ma mdre, il tc snffit de savoir seulement 
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Qae tons quatre Tenaient da fond de la Sjrie * 
Une ^dit les avait baDnis de leur patrie, 
£t^ Be fiedBaiit bourreaux, des hommes imt^s, 
Sans ayirona^ sans eau, aaiiB pain et garrroi^s, 
Snr une fi.-^le bai'que 6ohou6e au riyage, 
Les ayaient k la mer.ponss^s dans un orage. 
Mais k peine Tesqaif eut-il touchy les flots^ 
Qa*aa cantique chants par les saints matelots 
L'ouragan replia ses ailes fr^missantes ; 
Que la mer aplanit ses yagues mu^seantes, 
Et qu'un soleil plus pur, reparaissant aux cieuz, 
Enyeloppa Tesquif d'un oerde radieux I . . . 

JuNiA. Mais c'6tait un prodige. 

Steuul Un mirade, ma m^e. 

Leurs fers tomb^rent seuls^ I'eau oessa d'etre amdre, 
Et deux fois chaque jour la bateau fut couyert 
D'une manne pareille k oelle du desert: 
(Test ainsi que, pousa^ par une nudn o61este, 
Je les yis aborder. 

JuNiA. Oh I dis yite le reste ! 

Stella. A I'aube, trois d'entre eux quittdrentlamaison: 
Marthe prit le chemin qui m^ne k Tarasoon, 
Lazare et Maximin celui de Maesilie, 
Et celle qui resta .... <^etait la plusjolie^ (howtmlyFrenohl) 
Nous faisant appeler yers le milieu du jour, 
Demanda si les monts ou les bois d'alentour 
Oachaient quelque retraite inoonnue et profonde, 
Qui la ptLt s^parer k tout jamais du monde .... 
Aquila se souyint qu'il ayait p6n6tr4 
Dans un autre sauyage et de tons ignor^ 
Grotte creuB^e aux flancs de ces Alpes sublimes^ 
Oh Taigle fait son aire au-deesus des abimes. 
n offrit cet adle, et d^ le lendemain 
Tons deux, pour Vj guider, nous 4tionB en chemin. 
Le soir du second jour nous touch&mes sa base: 
JAf tombant k genoux dans une eainte extase, 
Elle pria long-temps, puis yers Tantre inoonnu. 
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D^nonant sa chauaBore, elle marcha pied nu. 
Nos pridresy nos cris reat^rent sans r^ponses: 
Au milieu des caillouz, des ^pinea^ des ronoes^ 
None la ytmes mon er, un bAton A la nuun, 
Et oe n'est qu'arriy^e aa terme du ohemin, 
Qu'enfin elle tomba sans force et sans haleine .... 
JuNiA. Comment la nommait-on, ma fiUef 
Stella. Madeleine. 

Walking, says Stella, by the sea-shore, '^ A bark 
drew near, that had nor sail nor oar ; two women and 
two men the vessel bore : each of that crew, 'twas 
wondrous to behold, wore round his head a ring of 
blazing gold ; from which such radiance glittered all 
around, that I was &in to look towards the ground. 
And when once mow I raised my frightened eyne, 
before me stood the travellers divine ; their rank, the 
glorious lot that each befel, at better season, mother, 
will I tell. Of this anon, the time will come, when 
thou shalt learn to worship as I worship now. Suffice 
it, that from Syria's land they came ; an edict from 
their country banished them. Fierce, angry men, had 
seized upon the four, and launched them in that vessel 
from the shore. They launched these victims on the 
waters rude ; nor rudder gave to steer, nor bread for 
food. As the doomed vessel cleaves the stormy main, 
that pious crew uplifts a sacred strain ; the angry 
waves are silent as it sings ; the storm, awe-stricken, 
folds its quivering wings. A purer sun appears the 
heavens to light, and wraps the little bark in radiance 
bright 

JuNiA. Sure 'twas a prodigy. 

Stella. A miracle. Spontaneous from their 
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hands the fetters fell. The salt sea-wave grew fresh ; 
and, twice a day, manna (like that which on the desert 
lay) covered the bark, and fed them on their way. Thus, 
hither led, at Heaven's divine behest, I saw them 
land — 

JuNiA. My daughter, tell the rest 

Stella. Three of the four, our mansion left at 
dawn. One, Martha, took the road to Tarascon ; Laza- 
rus and Maximin to Massily ; but one remained (the 
iairest of the three), who asked us, ifi i' the woods or 
mountains near, there chanced to be some cavern lone 
and drear ; where she might hide, for ever, from all 
men. It chanced, my cousin knew of such a den ; 
deep hidden in a mountain's hoary breast, on which the 
eagle builds his airy nest. And thither offered he the 
saint to guide. Next day upon the journey forth we 
hied ; and came, at the second eve, with weary pace, 
unto the lonely mountain's rugged base. Here the 
worn traveller, falling on her knee, did pray awhile in 
sacred ecstasy ; and, drawing off her sandals from her 
feet, marched, naked, towards that desolate retreat. No 
answer made she to our cries or groans ; but walking 
midst the prickles and rude stones, a staff in hand, we 
saw her upwards toil ; nor ever did she pause, nor rest 
the while, save at the entry of that savage den. Here, 
powerless and panting, fell she then. 

JuNiA. What was her name, my daughter ? 

Stella. Magdalen." 

Here the translator must pause — having no inclina- 
tion to enter " the tabemade," in company with such 
a spoiiess high -priest as Monsieur Dumas. 
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Something " tabernacular" may be found in Du- 
mas's famous piece of ** Don Juan de Marana." The 
poet has laid the scene of his play in a vast number of 
places : in heaven (where we have the Virgin Mary, and 
little angels, in blue, swinging censers before her !) — on 
earth, under the earth, and in a place still lower, but 
not mentionable to ears polite ; and the plot, as it 
appears from a dialogue between a good and a bad 
angel, with which the play commences, turns upon a 
contest between these two worthies for the possession oi 
the soul of a member of the family of Marana. 

Don Juan de Marana not only resembles his name- 
sake, celebrated by Mozart and MoUere, in his peculiar 
successes among the ladies, but possesses further 
qualities which render his character eminently fitting 
for stage representation ; he unites the virtues of Love- 
lace and Lacenaire ; he blasphemes upon all occasions ; 
he murders, at the slightest provocation, and without 
the most trifling remorse ; he overcomes ladies of rigid 
virtue, ladies of easy virtue, and ladies of no virtue at 
all ; and the poet, inspired by the contemplation of such 
a character, has depicted his hero's adventures and 
conversation with wonderful feeling and truth. 

The first act of the play contains a half-dozen of 
murders and intrigues, which would have suffered hum- 
bler genius than M. Dumas's, for the completion of, at 
least, half a dozen tragedies. In the second act our 
hero flogs his elder brother, and runs away with his 
sister-in-law ; in the third, he fights a duel with a rival, 
and Idlls him : whereupon the mistress of his victim 
takes poison, and dies, in great agonies, on the stage. 
In the fourth act, Don Juan, having entered a church 
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for the purpose of carrying off a nun, witih wliom he is 
in love, is seized by the statue of one of the ladies 
whom he has previously victunized, and made to be- 
hold the ghosts of all those unfortunate persons whose 
deaths he has caused. 

This is a most edifying spectacle. — ^The ghosts rise 
solemnly, each in a white sheet, preceded by a wax 
candle ; and having declared their names and qualities, 
call, in chorus, for vengeance upon Don Juan, as 

thus: — 

Don Sandoval, loquitur, 

'* I am Don Sandoval d'Ojedo. I played against 
Don Juan my fortune, the tomb of my Others, and the 
heart of my mistress : — ^I lost all : I played against 
him my life, and I lost it. Vengeance against the 
murderer ! vengeance !" — ( The candle goes out^ 

The candle goes out, and an angel descends — a 
flaming sword in his hand — and asks : " Is there no 
voice in favour of Don Juan ? when, lo ! Don Juan's 
father (like one of those ingenious toys, called " Ja<^- 
in-^he-box,") jumps up from his coffin, and demands 
grace for his son. 

When Martha, the nun, returns, having prepared 
all things for her elopement, she finds Don Juan faint- 
ing upon the ground. — ^" I am no longer your husband,^' 
says he, upon coming to himself; "lam no longer 
Don Juan; I am brother Juan, the Trappist. Sister 
Martha, recoUect that you must die !" 

This was a most cruel blow upon Sister Martha, 
who is no less a person than an angel, an angel in dis- 
guise — ^the good spirit of the house of Marana, who has 
gone to the length of losing her wings, and forfeiting 
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her place in heaven, in order to keep company Tvith Don 
Juan on earth, and, if possible, to convert him. Al- 
ready, in her angelic character, she had exhorted him 
to repentance, but in vain ; for, while she stood at one 
elbow, pouring not merely hints, but long sermons, into 
his ear, at the other elbow stood a bad spirit, grinning 
and sneering at all her pious counsels, and obtaining by 
£ar the greater share of the Don's attention. 

In spite, however, of the utter contempt with which 
Don Juan treats her, — ^in spite of his dissolute courses, 
which must shock her virtue, — and his impolite neglect, 
which must wound her vanity, the poor creature (who, 
fix>m having been accustomed to better company, might 
have been presumed to have had better taste), the un- 
fortunate angel, feels a certain inclination for the Don, 
and actually filies up to heaven to ask permission to re- 
main with him on earth. . 

And when the curtain draws up, to the sound of 
harps, and discovers white-robed angels walking in the 
douds, we find the angel of Marana upon her knees, 
uttering the following address : — 



US BON ANGS. 

Vierge, k qui le calice & la liqueur am^re 

Fut si souvent offert^ 
MSre, que Ton nomma la douloureuse mdr^ 

Tant vous avez souffeit I 

YouSf dont les yeux divius^ sur la terre des hommee^ 

Ont vers^ plus de pleura 
Que vos pieds n'ont depuis^ dans le del oii nous sommei^ 

Fait ^ore de fleure^ 
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Yase d'^ledion, 6to]l« mAtinale^ 

Miroir de puret^ 
Yous qui priez pour norm, d'une Yoix virginalep 

La Buprdme bonte ; 

A mon tour, aujourd'hui, bienheureuse Marie, 

Je tombe A voe genoux ; 
Daignez done m'eoouter, car o'est yous q^e je pri«^ 

Yous qui priez pour nous. 

Wliich may be thus interpreted : — 

Oh I Yirgin blest! by whom the bitter draught 

So often has been quaffed, 
That^ for thy sorrow, thou art named by us 

The Mother Dolorous 1 

Thou, from whose eyes have fallen more tears of woe^ 

Upon the earth below. 
Than 'neath thy footsteps, in this heaven of oun^ 

Have risen flowers I 

O beaming morning star ! O chosen vase t 

O mirror of aU graoel 
Who, with thy virgin voice, dost ever pray 

Man's sins away ; 

Bend down thine ear, and list, O blessed saint I 

Unto my sad complaint ; 
Mother! to thee I kneel, on thee I call. 

Who hearest all. 

She proceeds to request that she may be allowed to re- 
turn to earth, and follow the fortunes of Don Juan ; — 
and, as there is one difficulty, or, to use her own words, — 
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Maia^ oome yods savez qu'aux votltes ^temeUes^ 

Malgre moi, tend mon toI, 
Sofufflez st*r mon Hoile et dHctchez mes aUes, 

Pour irCenchainer au sol ; 

her request is granted, her star is bltnm out, (O poetic 
allusion !) and she descends to earth to love, and to go 
mad, and to die for Don Juan ! 

The reader will require no further explanation, in 
order to be satisfied as to the moral of this play ; but is 
it not a very bitter satire upon ike country, whidb. calls 
itseif the politest nation in the world, that the indd^its, 
the indecency, the coarse blasphemy, and the vulgar 
wit of this piece, should find admirers among the pub- 
lic, and procure reputation for the author ? Could not 
the Goveniment, which has re-established, in a manner, 
the theatrical censorship, and forbids or alters plays 
TTfaich touch oa poUtic8, exert the same guardianflhip 
over public morals ? The honest English reader, who 
has a faith in his clergyman, and is a regular attendant 
at Sunday worship, will not be a little surprised at the 
march of intellect among our neighbors across the 
Channel, and at the kind of consideration in which they 
hold their religion. Here is a man who seizes upon 
saints and angels, merely to put sentiments in their 
mouths, which might suit a nymph of Drury Lane. 
He shews heaven, in order that he may carry debauch 
into it ; and avails himself of the most sacred and sub- 
lime parts of our creed, as a vehicle for a scene-painter's 
skill, or an occasion for a handsome actress to wear a 
new dress. 

M. Dumas's piece of " Kean" is not quite so sub- 
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lime; it was brought out by the author as a satire 
upon the French critics, who, to their credit be it 
spoken, had generally attacked him, and was intended 
by him, and received by the public, as a faithful por- 
traiture of English manners. As such, it merits spedaL 
observation and praise. In the first act you find a 
Countess and an Ambassadress, whose conversation re- 
lates purely to the great actor. All the ladies in London 
are in love with him, especially the two present ; — as 
for the Ambassadress, she prefers him to her husband 
(a matter of course in all French plays), and to a more 
seducing person still — no less a person than the Prince 
of Wales ! who presently waits on the ladies, and joins 
in their conversation concerning Eean. " This man," 
says His Royal Highness, ^' is the very pink of fashion. 
BrummeU is nobody when compared to him ; and I 
myself only an insignificant private gentleman : he has 
a reputation among ladies, for which I sigh in vain ; 
and spends an income twice as great as mine." This 
admirable historic touch at once paints the actor and 
the Prince ; the estimation in which the one was held, 
and the modest economy for which the other was so 
notorious. 

Then we have Eean, at a place called the Trau de 
Charbon, the Coal-hole, where, to the edification of the 
public, he engages in a fisty combat with a notorious 
boxer ; this scene was received, by the audience, with 
loud exclamations of delight, and commented on, by the 
journals, as a faultless picture of English manners. The 
Coal-hole being on the banks of the Thames, a noble- 
man — Lord Melboumf — has chosen the tavern as a 
rendezvous for a gang of pirates, who are to have their 



FRENCH DRAMAS AND MELODRAMAS. 191 

ship in waiting, in order to carry off a young lady, with 
whom his lordship is enamoured : it need not be said 
that Kean arrives at the nick of time, saves the inno- 
cent Meess Anna^ and exposes the infamy of the Peer : 
—a violent tirade against noblemen ensues, and Lord 
MelW slinks aw^, disappoint, to meditate r. 
venge. Eean's triumphs continue through all the acts ; 
the Ambassadress falls madly in love with him ; the 
Prince becomes furious at his ill success, and the Am- 
bassador dreadfully jealous. They pursue Eean to his 
dressing-room, at the theatre ; where, unluckily, the Am- 
bassadress herself has taken refuge. Dreadful quarrels 
ensue ; the tragedian grows suddenly mad upon the 
stage, and so cruelly insults the Prince of Wales, that 
His Royal Highness determines to send him to Botany 
Bay, His sentence, however, is conmiuted to banish- 
ment to New York; whither, of course, Miss Anna 
accompanies him, rewarding him, previously, with her 
hand, and twenty thousand a-year I 

This wonderful performance was gravely received 
and admired by the people of Paris ; the piece was con- 
sidered to be decidedly moral, because the popular can- 
didate was made to triumph throughout, and to tri- 
umph in the most virtuous manner ; for, according to 
the French code of morals, success among women is, at 
once, the proof and the reward of virtue. 

The sacred personage introduced in Dumas's play, 
behind a cloud, figures bodily in the piece of the " Mas- 
sacre of the Innocents," represented at Paris last year. 
She appears under a different name, but the costume is 
exactly that of Carlo-Dolce's Madonna ; and an inge- 
nious fable is arranged, the interest of which hangs upon 
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the grand Massacre of the Innocents, perpetrated in the 
fifth act. One of the chief characters is Jetm le Pr& 
curseur, who threatens woe to Herod and hia race, and 
is beheaded by the orders of that sovereign. 

In the ^ Festin de Balthazar" we are similarly in- 
troduced to Daniel, and the first scene is laid by the 
waters of Babylon, where a certain number of captive 
Jews is seated in melancholy postures ; a Babylonian 
officer enters, exclaiming ^^Ghantez nous quelques 
Chansons de Jerusalem," and the request is refused in 
the language of the Psabn. Belshazzar^s Feast is given 
in a grand tableau, after Martin's picture. That painter, 
in like manner, furnished scenes for the ^' Deluge :" vast 
numbers of school-boys and children are brought to see 
these pieces ; the lower classes delight in them. The 
£smious " Juif Errant,'' at the theatre of the Porte St. 
Martin, was the first of the kind, and its prodigious 
success, no doubt, occasioned the number of imitations, 
which the other theatres have produced. 

The taste of such exhibitions, of course, every English 
person will question ; but we must remember the man- 
ners of the people among whom they are popular ; and, 
if I may be allowed to hazard such an opinion, there is, 
in every one of these Boulevard mysteries, a kind of 
rude moral. The Boulevard writers don't pretend to 
" tabernacles" and divine gifts, like Madame Sand and 
Dumas, before mentioned. If they take a story from 
the sacred books, they garble it without mercy, and 
take sad liberties with the text ; but they do not deal in 
descriptions of the agreeably wicked, or ask pity and 
admiration for tender-hearted criminals and philanthro- 
pic murderers, as their betters do. Vice is vice on the 
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Boulevard ; and it is fine to hear the audience, as a 
tyrant king roars out cruel sentences of death, or a be 
reaved mother pleads for the life of her child, making 
their remarks on the circumstances of the scene. ^^ Ah, 
le gredin !" growls an indignant countryman : " Quel 
monstre !" says a grisette, in a fury. You see very fat 
old men cr3dng like babies ; and, like babies, sucking 
enormous sticks of barley-sugar. Actors and audience 
entef warmly into the illusion of the piece, and so espe- 
cially are the former affected, that, at Pranconi's, where 
the battles of the Empire are represented, there is as 
regular gradation in the ranks of the mimic army, as in 
the real imperial legions. After a man has served, with 
credit, for a certain number of years in the line, he is 
promoted to be an oflScer — an acting officer. If he 
conducts himself well, he may rise to be a Colonel, or 
a General of Division ; if ill, he is degraded to the ranks 
again ; or, worse degradation of all, drafted into a 
regiment of Cossacks, or Austrians. Cossacks is the 
lowest depth, however ; nay, it is said that the men who 
perform these Cossack parts receive higher wages than 
the mimic grenadiers and old guard. They will not 
consent to be beaten every night, even in play ; to be 
pursued in hundreds, by a handful of French, to fight 
against their beloved Emperor. Surely there is fine 
hearty virtue in this, and pleasant child-like simplicity. 
So that while i^ drama of Victor Hugo, Dumas, 
and the enlightened classes, is profoundly immoral 
and absurd, the drama of the common people is ab- 
surd, if you will, but good and right-hearted. I have 
made notes of one or two of these pieces, which all 
)iave good feeling and kindness in them, and wfajisb 
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tunif as the reader will see, upon one or two favourite 
points of popular morality. A drama that obtained a 
vast success at the Porte Saint Martin, was " La Du- 
chesse de la Vouballiere." The Duchess is the daughter of 
a poor farmer, who was carried off in the fii^t place, and 
then married by M. le Due de la Vauballiere, a terrible 
rou^^ the farmer's landlord, and the intimate friend of 
Philippe d'Orleans, the Regent of France. 

Now, the Duke, in running away with the lady, 
intended to dispense altogether with ceremony, and 
make of Julie anything but his wife ; but Georges, her 
father, and one Morisseau, a notary, discovered him in 
his distardly act, and pursued him to the very feet of 
the Regent, who compelled the pair to marry and 
make it up. 

Julie complies, but though she becomes a Duchess, 
her heart remains faithful to her old flame, Adrian, 
the doctor ; and she declares that, beyond the ceremony, 
no sort of intimacy shall take place between her hus- 
band and herself. 

Then the Duke begins to treat her in the most un- 
gentlemanlike manner ; he abuses her in every possi- 
ble way ; he introduces improper character into her 
house; and, finally, becomes so disgusted with her, 
that he deteiinines to make away with her altogether. 

For this purpose, he sends forth into the highways 
and seizes a doctor, bidding him, on pain of death, to 
write a poisonous prescription for Madame la Duchessc. 
She swallows the potion ; and, oh ! horror ! the doc- 
tor turns out to be Dr. Adrian, whose woe may be 
imagined, upon finding that he has been thus commit- 
ting murder on his true love ! 
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Let not the reader, however, be alarmed as to the 
fate of the heroine ; no heroine of a tragedy ever yet 
died in the third act; and, accordingly, the Duchess 
gets up perfectly well again in the fourth, through the 
instrumentality of Morisseau, the good lawyer. 

And now it is that vice begins to be really punish- 
ed. The Duke, who, after killing his wife, thinks it 
necessary to retreat, and take refuge in Spain, is track- 
ed to the borders of that country by the virtuous 
notary, and there receives such a lesson as he will 
never forget to his dying day. 

Morisseau, in the first instance, produces a deed 
(signed by His Holiness the Pope), which annuls the 
maiTiage of the Duke de la Vauballiere; then angther 
deed by which it is proved that he was not the eldest 
son of old La Vauballiere, the former duke ; then anoth- 
er deed, by which he shows that old La Vauballiere, 
(who seems to have been a dirseputable old fellow) 
was a bigamist, and that, in consequence, the present 
man, styling himself Duke, is illegitimate ; and finally, 
Morisseau brings forward another document, which 
proves that the regular Duke is no other than Adrian, 
the doctor ! 

Thus it is that love, law, and physic, combined, 
triumph over the horrid machinations of this star-and- 
gartered libertine. 

" Hermann L'lvrogne," is another piece of the same 
order ; and, though not very refined, yet possesses con- 
r'derable merit. As in the case of the celebrated 
Captain Smith, of Halifax, who " 1x)ok to drinking 
ratafia, and thought of poor Miss Bailey," — a woman 
and the bottle have been the cause of Hermann^s ruin. 
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Deserted by his mistress, who had been seduced from 
him by a base Italian Count, Hermann, a German ar- 
tist, gives himself entirely up to liquor and revenge : but 
when he finds that force, and not infidelity, have been 
the cause of his mistress's ruin, the reader can fancy 
the indignant ferocity with which he pursues the in- 
fdme ravisseur, A scene, which is really full of spirit, 
and excellently well acted, here ensues : Hermann pro- 
poses to the Count, on the eve of their duel, that the 
survivor should bind himself to espouse the unhappy 
Marie ; but the Count declares himself to be already 
married, and the student, finding a duel impossible 
(for his object was to restore, at all events, the honor 
of Marie), now only thinks of his revenge, and mur- 
ders the Count. Presently, two parties of men enter 
Hermann's apartment ; one is a company of students, 
who bring him the news that he has obtained the prize 
of painting ; the other, the policemen, who carry him 
to prison to suffer the penalty of murder. 

I could mention many more plays in which the 
popular morality is similarly expressed. The seducer, 
or rascal of the piece, is always an aristocrat, — a wick- 
ed Count, or licentious Marquis, — who is brought to 
condign punishment just before the fall of the curtain. 
And too good reason have the French people had to 
lay mch crimes to the charge of the aristocracy, who 
are expiating now, on the stage, the wrongs w^hich they 
did a hundred years since. The aristocracy is dead 
now ; but the theatre lives upon traditions ; and don't 
let us be too scornful at such simple legends that are 
handed down by the people, from race to race. Vul- 
gar prejudice against the great it may be ; but preju- 
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dice against the great, is only a rude expression of 
sympathy with the poor : long, therefore, may fat 
epiciers blubber over mimic woes, and honest pro- 
letaires shake their fists, shouting — " Gredin, 8c616rat, 
monstre de Marquis !" and such republican cries. 

Remark, too, another development of this same 
popular feeling of dislike against men in power. What 
a number of plays and legends have we (the writer 
has submitted to the public, in the preceding pages, 
a couple of specimens ; one of French, and the other 
of Polish origin), in which that great and powerful 
aristocrat, the Devil, is made to be miserably tricked, 
humiliated, and disappointed. A play of this class, 
which, in the midst of all its absurdities and claptraps, 
had much of good in it, was called " Le Maudit des 
Mers." Le Maudit is a Dutch Captain, who, in the 
midst of a storm, while his crew were on their knees at 
prayers, blasphemed, and drank punch ; but what was 
his astonishment at beholding an archangel with a 
sword, all cov^ed with flaming resin, who told him 
that, as he, in this hour of danger, was too daring, or 
too wicked, to utter a prayer, he never should cease 
roaming the seas until he could find some being who 
would pray to Heaven for him ? 

Once, only, in a hundred years, was the skipper 
allowed to land for this purpose ; and this piece runs 
through four centuries, in as many acts, describing the 
agonies and unavailing attempts of the miserable 
Dutchman. Willing to go any lengths, in order to 
obtain this prayer, he, in the second act, betrays a Vir- 
gin of the Sun to a follower of Pizarro ; and, in the 
third, assassinates the heroic William of Nassau ; but 
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ever before the dropping of the curtain, the angel and 
sword make their appearance : — ^^ Treachery," says the 
spirit, "cannot lessen thy punishment ; — crime will not 
obtain thy release?" — A lanierf a la merf and the 
poor devil returns to the ocean, to be lonely, and tem- 
pest-tossed, and sea-sick, for a hundred years more. 

But his woes are destined to end with the fourth 
act Having landed in America, where the peasants 
on the sea-shore, all dressed in Italian costumes, are 
celebrating, in a quadrille, the victories of Washington, 
he is there lucky enough to find a young girl to pray 
for him. Then the curse is removed, the punishment 
is over, and a celestial vessel, with angels on the decks, 
and " sweet little cherubs," fluttering about the shrouds 
and the poop, appear to receive him. 

This piece was acted at Franconi's, where, for once^ 
an angel-ship was introduced in place of the usual 
horseman-ship. 

One must not forget to mention here, how the 
English nation is satirized by our neighbours, who have 
some droll traditions regarding us. In one of the little 
Christmas pieces, produced at the Palais Eoyal (satires 
upon the follies of the past twelve months, on which 
1^ the small theatres exhaust their wit), the celebrated 
flight of Messrs. Green and Monck Mason was parodied, 
and created a good deal of laughter at the expense of 
John Bull. Two English noblemen, Milor Cricri and 
Milor Hanneton, appear as descending from a balloon, 
and one of them communicates to the public the phi- 
losophic observations which were made in the course of 
his aerial tour. 

"On leaving Vauxhall," says his lordship, "we 
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drank a bottle of Madeira, as a health to the fiiends 
from whom we parted, and crmiched a few biscuits to 
support nature during the hours before lunch. In two 
hours we arived at Canterbury, enveloped in clouds; 
lunch, bottled porter ; at Dover, carried several miles in 
a tide of air, bitter cold, cherry brandy; crossed over 
the Channel safely, and thought, with pity, of the poor 
people who were sickening in the steam-boats below ; 
more bottled porter ; over Calais ; dinner, roast beef of 
Old England ; near Dunkirk, — night falling, lunar 
rainbow, brandy-and-water ; night confoundedly thick ; 
supper, nightcap of rum-punch, and so to bed. The 
sun broke beautifully through the morning mist, as we 
boiled the kettle, and took our breakfast over Cologne. 
In a few more lioure we concluded this memorable 
voyage, and landed safely at Weilburg, in good time 
for dinner." 

The joke here is smart enough ; but our honest 
neighbors make many better, when they are quite 
unconscious of the fun. Let us leave plays, for a mo- 
ment, for poetry, and take an instance of French criti- 
cism, concerning England, from the works of a famous 
French exquisite and man of letters. The hero of the 
poem addresses his mistress — 

Londrea, tu le sais trop, en fait de capitale. 
Est oe que fit le ciel de plus fi*oid et plus p&Ie, 
C'est la ville du gaz» des marins, du brouillard ; 
On s'y couche k minuit, et Ton s'y 16ve tard ; 
Ses raouts tant vant^s ne sont qu'une boxade, 
Sur ses grands quais jamais ^chelle on s^r^nade^ 
Mais de volumineux bourgeois pris de porter 
Qui paasent sans lever le front & Westminster; 
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Et n'^tait aa forSt de m&tB per^nt la brume, 
Sa tour dont d minuit le vieil ceil s^alluine, 
Et tes deux yeux, Zerline, illuming bien plus, 
Je dirais que, ma foi, des romans que j'ai lus, 
II n'en pas un seul, plus lourd, plus 16thai^que 
Que cette nation qu'on nomme Britanniquel 

The writer of the above lines (which let any man, 
who can, translate) is Monsieur Roger de Beau/oir, a 
gentleman who actually lived many months in Eng- 
land, as an attache to the embassy of M. de Polignac 
He places the heroine of his tale in a petit r^duit pres 
le Strandy " with a green and fresh jalousie, and a large 
blind, let down all day ; you fancied you were entering 
a bath of Asia, as soon as you had passed the perfum- 
ed threshold of this charming retreat !" He next 
places her — 

Dans un Square 6cart6, mome et couvei-te de givre 
Ou se cache un Hotel, aux vieux lions de Cuivre ; 

and the hero of the tale, a young French poet, who is 
in London, is truly unhappy in that village. 

Arthur dese^che et meurt — ^Dans la ville de Sterne^ 
Bien qu'en voyant le peuple il a le mal de mer ; 
n n*aime ni le Pare, gai comme une citerne, 
Ni le tir au pigeon, ni le aoda-^ater* 

lAston ne le fait plus sourcillerl II rumine 
Sur les trottoirs du Strand, droit comme un ^hiquier, 
Ck>ntre le peuple anglais^ les n^res, la vermine 
Et les mille eokneys du peuple boutiquier, 

* The italics are the author's own. 
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Gontre tons les bas-bleua^ oontre les pAtiesi^res, 
Les pttrieurs d'Epsom, le gin, le parlement, 
La qitaterly, le rot, la pluie et les libi*aires» 
Dont il ne touche plus» h^las ! un sou d'argent 1 

Et chaque gentleman lui dit: L'heureuz postal 

L'heureux poete, indeed ! I question if a poet in 
this wide world is so happy as M. de Beauvoir, or has 
made such wonderful discoveries. " The bath of Asia, 
with green jalousies," in which the lady dwells ; " the 
old hotel, with copper lions, in a lonely square ;" — ^were 
ever such things heard of or imagined, but by a 
Frenchman? The sailors, the negroes, the vermin, 
whom he meets in the street, — how great and happy 
are all these discoveries ! Liston no longer makes the 
happy poet frown; and "gin," "cokneys," and the 
" quarterly" have not the least effect upon him ! And 
this gentleman has lived many months amongst us ; 
admires Williams Shakspear^ the grave et vieux pro- 
phete, as he calls him, and never, for an instant, doubts 
that his description contains anything absurd ! 

I don't know whether the great Dumas has passed 
any time in England ; but his plays show a similar in- 
timate knowledge of our habits. Thus in "Kean," 
the stage-manager is made to come forward and ad- 
dress the pit, with a speech, iJeginning, "ify Lc/rds 
and Gentlemen;''^ and a company of English women 
are introduced (at the memorable Coal-hole), and they 
all wear j/inafores ; as if the British female were in 
the invariable habit of wearing this outer garment, or 
slobbering her gown without it There was another 
celebrated piece, enacted some years since, upon the 
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subjoct of Queen Caroline, where our late adored sov- 
ereign, George, was made to play a most despicable 
part; and where Signor Bergami fought a duel with 
Lord Londonderry. In the last act of this play, the 
House of Lords was represented, and Sir Brougham 
made an eloquent speech in the Queen's favor. Pre- 
sently the shouts of the mob were heard without ; from 
shouting they proceed to pelting; and pasteboard- 
brickbats and cabbages came flying among the repre- 
sentatives of our hereditary legislature. At this un- 
pleasant juncture, Sir Hardinge, the Secretary at War, 
rises and calls in the military ; the act ends in a gen- 
eral row, and the ignominious fall of Lord Liverpool, 
laid low by a brickbat from the mob ! 

The description of these scenes is, of course, quite 
incapable of conveying any notion of their general 
effect, you must have the solemnity of the actors, as 
they Meess and Milor one another, and the perfect 
gravity and good faith with which the audience listen 
to them. Our stage Frenchman is the old Marquis, 
with sword, and pig-tail, and spangled court coat. — 
The Englishman of the French theatre has, invariably, 
a red wig, and almost always leather gaiters, and a 
long white upper Benjamin : he remains as he was re- 
presented in the old caricatures, after the peace. 

And to conclude this catalogue of blunders : in the 
famous piece of the " Naufrage de la Meduse," the first 
act is laid on board an English ship-of-war, all the offi- 
cers of which appeared in light blue, or green, coats 
(the lamp-light prevented our distinguishing the color 
accurately), in little blue coats, and top boots ! 
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Let US not attempt to deaden the force of this tre- 
mendous blow by any more remarks. The force of 
blundering can go no farther. Would a playwright or 
painter of the Chinese empire have stranger notions 
about the barbarians than our neighbors, who are sep- 
arated from us but by two hours of salt-water ? 
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The palace of Versailles has been turned into a bricabrac 
shop, of late years ; and its time-honored walls have 
been covered with many thousand yards of the worst 
pictures that eye ever looked on. I don't know how 
many leagues of battles and sieges the unhappy visitor 
is now obliged to march through, amidst a crowd of 
chattering Paris cockneys, who are never tired of look- 
ing at the glories of the Grenadier Fran9ais, to the 
chronicling of whose deeds this old palace of the old 
kings is now altogether devoted. A whizzing, scream- 
ing steam-engine, rushes hither from Paris, bringing 
shoals of hadauds in its wake. The old coucom are all 
gone, and their place knows them no longer. Smooth 
asphaltum terraces, tawdry lamps, and great hideous 
Egyptian obelisks, have frightened them away from the 
pleasant station which they used to occupy under the 
trees of the Champs Elys^es : and though the old oou- 
oous were just the most uncomfortable vehicles that hu- 
man ingenuity ever constructed, one can't help looking 
back to the days of their existence with a tender regret, 
for there was pleasure, then, in the little trip of three 
leagues; and who ever had pleasure in a railroad 
journey ? — Does any reader of this venture to say, that, 
on audi a voyage, he ever dared to be pleasant ? Do 

5 
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the most hardened stokers joke with another ? — ^I don't 
believe it. Look into every single car of the train, and 
you will see that every single face is solemn. They 
take their seats gravely, and are silent, for the most part, 
during the journey ; they dare not look out of window, 
for fear of being bUnded by the smoke that comes whiz- 
zing by, or of losing their heads in one of the windows 
of the down train : they ride for miles in utter damp 
and darkness, through awful pipes of brick, that have 
been run pitilessly through the bowels of gentle mother 
earth ; the cast-iron Frankenstein of an engine gallops 
on, puffing and screaming. Does any man pretend to say 
that he enjoys the journey ? — ^he might as well say that 
he enjoyed having his hair cut ; he bears it, but that is all ; 
he will not allow the world to laugh at him, for any ex- 
hibition of slavish fear ; and pretends, therefore, to be 
at his ease ; but he is afraid, nay, ought to be, under 
the circumstances. I am sure Hannibal or Napoleon 
would, were they locked suddenly into a car ; there 
kept close prisoners for a certain number of hours, and 
whirled along at this dizzy pace. You can't stop, if you 
would : — you may die, but you can't stop ; the engine 
may explode upon the road, and up you go along with 
it ; or, may be a bolter, and take a fancy to go down a 
hill, or into a river : all this you must bear, for the priv- 
ilege of travelling twenty miles an hour. 

This little journey, then, from Paris to Versailles, 
that used to be so merry of old, has lost its pleasures 
since the disappearance of the cuckoos ; and I would as 
lieve have for companions the statues that lately took a 
coach from the bridge opposite the Chamber of Depu- 
ties, and stepped out in the Ck>urt of VersaUles, as the 
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most part of the people who now travel on the railroad. 
The stone figures are not a whit more cold and silent 
than these persons, who used to be, in the old cuckoos, 
so talkative and merry. The prattling grisette, and her 
swain from the Ecole de Droit ; the huge Alsacian cara- 
binier, grim smiling under his sandy moustaches, and 
glittering brazen helmet ; the jolly nurse, in red calico, 
who had been to Paris, to show mamma her darling Lolo, 
or Guguste ; — ^what merry companions used one to find 
squeezed into the crazy old vehicles that formerly per- 
formed the journey ! But the age of horseflesh is 
gone — ^that of engineers, economists, and calculators has 
succeeded ; and the pleasure of coucoudom is extin- 
guished for ever. Why not mourn over it, as Mr. 
Burke did over his cheap defence of nations, and un- 
bought grace of life ; that age of chivalry, which he 
lamented, apropos of a trip to Versailles, some half a 
century back ? 

Without stopping to discuss (as might be done, in 
rather a neat and successful manner), whether the age 
of chivalry was cheap or dear, and whether, in the time 
of the unbought grace of life, there was not more 
bribery, robbery, villany, tyranny, and corruption, than 
exists even in our own happy days, — ^let us make a few 
moral and historical remarks upon the town of Ver- 
sailles, where, between railroad and coucou, we are surely 
arrived by this time. 

The town is, certainly, the most moral of towns. 
You pass, from the railroad station, through a long, 
lonely suburb, with dusty rows of stunted trees on 
either side, and some few miserable beggars, idle boys, 
and ragged old women, under them. Behind the trees ai^ 
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gaunt, mouldy houses, palaces once, where (in the days 
of the unbought grace of life) the cheap defence of 
nations gambled, ogled, swindled, intrigued; whence 
high-born duchesses used to issue, in old times, to act as 
chambermaids to lovely Du Barri, and mighty princes 
rolled away, in gilt caroches, hot for the honor of Kght- 
ing His Majesty to bed, or of presenting his stockings 
when he rose, or of holding his napkin when he dined. 
Tailors, chandlers, tinmen, wretched hucksters, and 
green-grocers, are now established in the mansions of 
the old peers ; small children are yelling at the doors, 
with mouths besmeared with bread and treacle ; damp 
rags are' hanging out of every one of the windows, 
steaming in the sun ; oyster-shells, cabbage-stalks, 
broken crockery, old papers, lie basking in the same 
cheerful light. A solitary water-cart goes jingling down 
the wide pavement, and spirts a feeble refreshment over 
the dusty, thirsty stones. 

After pacing, for some time, through such dismal 
streets, we deboucher on the grand place ; and before 
us lies the palace dedicated to all the glories of France. 
In the midst of the great, lonely plain, this famous res- 
idence of King Louis looks low and mean. — Honored 
pile ! time was, when tall musketeers, and gilded body- 
guards, allowed none to pass the gate ; — ^fifty years ago, 
ten thousand drunken women, from Paris, broke through 
the charm ; and now a tattered commissioner will con- 
duct you through it for a penny, and lead you up to 
the sacred entrance of the palace. 

We will not examine all the glories of France, as 
here they are portrayed in pictures and marble ; cata-. 
logues are written about these miles of canvas, repre- 
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senting all the revolutionary battles, from Valmy to 
Waterloo, — all the triumphs of Louis XIV., — all the 
mistresses of his successor, — and all the great men who 
have flourished since the French empire began. Mili- 
tary heroes are most of these : fierce constables in 
shining steel, marshals in voluminous wigs, and brave 
grenadiers in bearskin caps ; some dozens of whom 
gained crowns, principalities, dukedoms ; some hun- 
dreds, plunder and epaulets ; some millions, death in 
African sands, or in icy Russian plains, under the guid- 
ance, and for the good, of that arch-hero. Napoleon. 
By far the greater part of '* all the glories " ctf France 
(as of most other countries) is made up of those mili- 
tary men : and a fine satire it is, on the cowardice of 
mankind, that they pay such an extraordinary homage 
to the virtue called courage, filling their history-books 
with tales about it, and nothing but it. 

Let them disguise tlie place, however, as they will, 
and plaster the walls with bad pictures tis they please, 
it will be hard to think of any family but one, as one 
traverses this vast gloomy edifice. It has not been 
humbled to the ground, as a certain palace of Babel 
was of yore ; but it is a monument of fallen pride, not 
less awfiil, and would afford matter for a whole hbrary 
of sermons. The cheap defence of nations expended a 
thousand millions in the erection of this magnificent 
dwelling-place. Armies were employed, in the intervals 
of their warlike labors, to level hills, or pile them up ; 
to turn rivers, and to build aqueducts, and transplant 
woods, and construct smooth terraxies, and long canals. 
A vast garden grew up in a wilderness, and a stupen- 
dous palace in the garden, and a stately city round the 
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palaoe : th« dty was peopled with parasites, who daily 
came to do worahip before the creator of these wonders 
— the Great King. " Dieu seul est grand," said courtly 
Massillon ; but next to him, as the prelate thought, was 
certainly Louis, his vicegerent here upon earth — God's 
lieutenant-governor of the world, — before whom cour- 
tiers used to fall on their knees, and shade their eyes, 
as if the light of his countenance, like the sun, which 
shone supreme in heaven, the type of him, was too 
dazzling to bear. 

Did ever the sun shine upon such a king before, in 
such a palace ? — or, rather, did such a king ever shine 
upon the sun ? When Majesty came out of his cham- 
ber, in the midst of his superhuman splendors ; viz,, 
in his cinnamon-colored coat, embroidered with dia- 
monds ; his pyramid of a wig ; * his red-heeled shoes, 
that lifted him four inches from the ground, ^^ that he 
scarcely seemed to touch ;'' when he came out, blazing 
upon the dukes and duchesses that waited his rising, — 
what could the latter do but cover their eyes, and wink, 
and tremble ? — ^And did he not himself believe, as he 
stood there, on his high heels, under his ambrosial peri- 
wig, that there was something in him more than man 
— something above Fate ? 

This, doubtless, was he fain to believe ; and if, on 
very fine days, from his terrace, before his gloomy pal- 
ace of St Germains, he could catch a glimpse, in the 
distance, of a certain white spire of St. Denis, where 
his race lay buried, he would say to his courtiers, with a 

* It is fine to think that^ in the days of his youth, His Ma- 
jesty, LouiB XrV., used to powder hU wig with gold-dust. 
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sublime condescension, ^ Gentlemen, you must rem^oi- 
ber, that I, too, am mortal." Surely the lords in wait- 
ing could hardly think him serious, and vowed that His 
Majesty always loved a joke. However, mortal or not, 
the sight of that sharp spire wounded His Majesty's 
eyes ; and is said, by the legend, to have caused the 
building of the palace of Babel- Versailles. 

In the year 1681, then, the great king, with bag 
and baggage, — ^with guards, cooks, chamberlains, mis- 
tresses, Jesuits, gentlemen, lackeys, Fenelons, MoHeres, 
Lauzuns, Bossuets, Villars, Villeroys, Louvois, Colberts, 
— ^transported himself to his new palace ; the old one 
being left for James of England, and Jaquette his wife, 
when their time should come. And when the time did 
come, and James sought his brother's kingdom, it is on 
record, that Louis hastened to receive and console him, 
and promised to restore, incontinently, those islands from 
which the canaille had turned him. Between brothers 
such a gift was a trifle ; and the courtiers said to one 
another reverently,* "The Lord said unto my Lord, 
Sit thou on my right hand, until I make thine enemies 
my footstool." There was no blasphemy in the speech ; 
on the contrary, it was gravely said, by a faithful be- 
lieving man, who thought it no shame to the latter, to 
compare His Majesty with God Almighty. Indeed, 
the books of the time will give one a strong idea how 
general was this Louis-worship. I have just been look- 
ing at one, which was written by an honest Jesuit and 
protlg^ of Pere la Chaise, who dedicates a book of 

* I think it is in the amusing " Memoirs of Madame de 
Orequi** (a forgery, but a work remarkable for its learning and 
aoounu^) that the above anecdote is related. 

1* 
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medals to the august Infants of France, which does, in- 
deed, go almost as far in print. He calls our famous 
monarch " Louis le Grand : — 1, I'invincible ; 2, le sage ; 
3, le conqu6rant ; 4, la merveille de son siecle ; 5, la 
terreur de ses ennemis ; 6, I'amour de ses peuples ; T, 
I'arbitre de la paix et de la guerre ; 8, I'ad miration de 
Funivers ; 9, et digne d'en Hre le maitre ; 10, le modele 
d'un heros achev6 ; 11, digne de Pimmortalite, et de la 
veneration de tons les siecles !" 

A pretty Jesuit declaration, truly, and a good honest 
judgment upon the great king ! In thirty years more — 
l.The invincible had been beaten a vast number of times. 
2. The sage was the puppet of an artfiil old woman, 
who was the puppet of more artful priests. 3. The con- 
queror had quite forgotten his early knack of conquer- 
ing. 6. The terror of his enemies (for 4, the marvel of 
his age, we pretermit, it being a loose term, that may 
apply to any person or thing) was now terrified by his 
enemies in turn. 6. The love of his people was as heart- 
ily detested by them, as scarcely any other monarch, not 
even his great grandson, has been, before or since. 7. 
The arbiter of peace and war was fain to send superb 
ambassadors to kick their heels in Dutch shopkeepers' 
antechambers. 8, is again a general term. 9. The man 
fit to be master of the universe, was scarcely master of 
his own kingdom. 10. The finished hero was all but 
finished, in a very common-place and vulgar way ; and, 
11. The man worthy of immortality was just at the 
point of death, without a friend to soothe or deplore 
him ; only withered old Maintenon, to mutter prayers 
at his bedside, and croaking Jesuits to prepare him,^ 

* They made a Jesuit of him on his death-bed. 
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with Heaven knows what wretched tricks and mumme- 
ries, for his appearance in that Great Republic that lies 
on the other side of the grave. In the course of his 
fourscore splendid miserable years, he never had but one 
fidend, and he ruined and left her. Poor La Valliere, 
what a sad tale is yours ! " Look at this Galerie des 
Glaces," cries Monsieur Vatout, staggering with surprise 
at the appearance of the room, two hundred and forty- 
two feet long, and forty high ; " here it was that Louis 
displayed all the grandeur of royalty ; and such was the 
splendor of his court, and the luxury of the times, that 
this immen^ room could hardly contain the crowd of 
courtiers that pressed around the monarch." Wonder- 
ful ! wonderful 1 Eight thousand four hundred and six- 
ty square feet of courtiers ! Give a square yard to each, 
and you have a matter of three thousand of them. 
Think of three thousand courtiers per day, and all the 
chopping and changing of them for near forty years ; 
some of them dying, some getting their wishes, and re- 
tiring to their provinces to enjoy their plunder ; some 
disgraced, and going home to pine away out of the 
light of the sun ;* new ones perpetually arriving, — push- 
ing, squeezing, for their place, in the crowded Galerie 
des Glaces. A quarter of a million of noble countenan- 
ces, at the very least, must those glasses have reflected. 
Rouge, diamonds, ribbons, patches, upon the faces of 
smiling ladies ; towering periwigs, sleek-shaven crowns, 
tufled moustaches, scars, and grizzled whiskers, worn by 

* Saint Simon's accoi at of Lauzun, in disgrace, is admii*a- 
bly &cetioii8 and pathetic ; Lauznn*s regrets are as monstrous 
as those of Raleigh, when deprived of Uie sight of his adorable 
Queen and Mistress^ Elizabeth. 
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ministers, priests, dandies, and grim old commanders.— 
So many faces, O ye gods ! and every one of tbem lies ! 
So many tongues, vowing devotion and respectful love 
to the great king in his six-inch wig ; and only poor 
La Valliere's, amongst them all, which had a word of 
truth for the dull ears of Louis of Bourbon. 

" Quand faurai de la peine aux Oarm^lites,^^ says 
unhappy Louise, about to retire from these magnificent 
courtiers, and their grand Galerie des Glaces, "ye me 
sauviendrai de ce que ces gens la nCont fait souffrir ! " 
— ^A troop of Bossuets, inveighing against the vanities 
of courts, could not preach such an affecting sermon. 
What years of anguish and wrong has the poor thing 
suffered, before these sad words came from her gentle 
lips ! How these courtiers have bowed and flattered, 
kissed the ground on which she trod, fought to have 
the honor of riding by her carriage ; written sonnets, 
and called her goddess ; who, in the days of her pros- 
perity, was kind and beneficent, gentle and compassion- 
ate to all ; then (on a certain day, when it is whispered 
that His Majesty hath cast the eyes of his gracious af- 
fection upon another) behold the three thousand cour^ 
tiers are at the feet of the new divinity. — " O divine 
Athenais! what blockheads have we been to worship 
any but you — that a goddess ? — a pretty goddess, for- 
sooth ; — a witch, rather, who, for a while, kept our gra- 
cious monarch blind ! Look at her ; the woman limps 
as she walks ; and, by sacred Venus, her mouth stretches 
almost to her diamond ear-rings!"* The same tale 

* A pair of diamond ear-rings, given by the King to La 
Valli^re, caused much scandal ; and some lampoons are extant^ 
which impugn the taste of Louis XIV. for loving a lady with 
such an enormous mouth. 
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may be told of many more deserted mistresses ; and 
fair Athenais de Montespan was to hear it of herself 
one day. Meantime, while La Valliere's heart is break- 
ing, the model of a finished hero is yawning, as, on such 
paltry occasions, a finished hero should. Let her heart 
break; a plague upon her tears and repentance; what 
right has she to repent ? Away with her to her convent. 
She goes, and the finished hero never sheds a tear. 
What a noble pitch of stoicism to have reached ! Our 
Louis was so great, that the little woes of mean people 
were beyond him : his friends died, his mistresses left 
him : his children, one by one, vf^vQ cut off before his 
eyes, and great Louis is not moved, in the slightest 
degree ! as how, indeed, should a god be moved ? 

I have often liked to think about this strange char- 
acter in the world, who moved in it, bearing about a 
full behef in his own infallibility ; teaching his generals 
the art of war, his minister the science of government, 
his wits taste, his courtiers dress ; ordering deserts to 
become gardens, turning villages into palaces, at a 
breath ; and, indeed, the august figure of the man, as 
he towers upon his throne, cannot fail to inspire one 
with respect and awe : — ^how grand those flowing locks 
appear ; how awful that sceptre ; how magnificent 
those flowing rooes ! In Louis, surely, if in any one, 
the majesty of kinghood is represented. 

But a king is not every inch a king, for all the poet 
may say ; and it is curious to see how much precise 
majesty there is in that majestic figure of Ludovicus Rex. 
In the plate opposite, we have endeavored to make the 
exact calculation. The idea of kingly dignity is equal- 
ly strong in the two outer figures ; and you see, at once, 
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that majesty i& made out of the wig, the high-heeled 
shoes, and cloak, all fleurs-de-lis bespangled. As for 
the litde, lean, shrivelled, paunchy old man, of five feet 
two, in a jacket and breeches, there is no majesty in 
Atm, at any rate ; and yet he has just stept out of that 
very suit of clothes. Put the wig and shoes on him, 
and he is six feet high ; — ^the other fi:ipperies, and he 
stands befcMre you majestic, imperial, and heroic ! Thus 
do barbers and cobblers make the gods that we worship : 
for do we not all worship him 9 Yes ; though we all 
know him to be stupid, heartless, short, of doubt^l 
personal courage, w(»ship and aimire him we must; 
and have set up, in our hearts, a grand image of him, 
endowed with wit, magnanimity, valor, and enormous 
heroical stature. 

And what magnanimous acte are attributed to him f 
or, rather, how differently do we view the actions of 
heroes and common men, and find that the same thing 
shall be a wonderful virtue in the former, which, in the 
latter, is only an ordinary act of duty. Look at yonder 
window of the king's chamber ;— one morning a royal 
cane was seen whirling out of it, and plumped among 
the courtiers and guard of honor below. King Louis 
had absolutely, and with his own hand, flung his own 
cane out of the window, ^' because,'' s^d he, " I won't 
demean myself by striking a gentleman P O miracle 
of magnanimity ! Lauzun was not caned, because he 
besought Majesty to keep his promise,— only imprison- 
ed for ten years in Pignerol, along with banished Fou- 
iquet ; — and a pretty story is Fouquet's, too. 

Out of the window the king's august head was one 
day thrust, when old Cond6 was painfully toiling up the 
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steps of the court below. ^ Don't huny youraeif^ my 
cousin," cries Magnanimity ; " one who has to cany so 
many laurels cannot walk £Ast." At which all the 
courtiers, lackeys, mistresses, chamberlains, Jesuits, and 
scullions, clasp their hands, and burst into tears. Men 
are affected by the tale to this very day. For a century 
and three-quarters, have not all the books that speak of 
Versailles, or Louis Quatcase, told the story? — "Don't 
hurry yoursdf, my cousin I" O admirable king and 
christian I what a pitch of condescension is here, that 
the greatest king of all the world should go for to say 
anything so kind, and really tell a tottering old gentle- 
man, worn out with gout, age, and wounds, not to walk 
too£shBt! 

What a proper fund of slavishness is there in the 
composition of mankind, that histories like these should 
be found to interest and awe them. Till the w<Hrld's 
end, most likely, this story will have its place in the 
history books, and unborn generations will read it, and 
tenderly be moved by it. I am sure that Magnanimity 
went to bed that night, pleased and happy, intimately 
convinced that he had done an action of sublime virtue, 
and had easy slumbers and sweet dreams,— especially if 
he had taken a light supper, and not too vehemently 
attacked his en cas de nuiU 

That famous adventure, in which the encasde nuit 
was brought into use, for the sake of one Poquelin, 
alias Moliere ; — ^how often has it been described and ad- 
mired ? This Poquelin, though king's valet de chambre, 
was, by profession, a vagrant ; and, as such, looked cold- 
ly on by the great lords of the palace, who refused to 
eat with him. Majesty, hearing of this, ordered his en 
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008 de nuit to be placed on: the table, and positively cut 
off a wing, with his own knife and fork, for Poquelin's 
use. O I thrice happy Jean Baptiste ! The king has 
actually sat down with him, cheek by jowl, had the 
liver-wing of a fowl, and given Moliere the gizzard ; 
put his imperial legs under the same mahogany, sub 
iisdem trahilms, A man, after such an honor, can look 
for little else in this world : he has tasted the utmost 
conceivable earthly happiness, and has nothing to do 
now but to fold his arms, and look up to heaven, and 
sing " Nunc dimittis," and die. 

Do not let us abuse poor old Louis, on account of 
this monstrous pride ; but only lay it to the diarge of 
the fools who believed and worshipped it If, honest 
man, he believed himself to be almost a god, it was 
only because thousands of people had told him so— 
people, only half liars, too, who did, in the depths of 
their slavish respect, admire the man almost as much as 
they said they did. If when he appeared in his five- 
hundred-million coat, as he is said to have done, before 
the Siamese ambassadors, the courtiers began to shade 
their eyes, and long for parasols, as if this Bourbonic 
sun was too hot for them ; indeed, it is no wonder that 
he should believe that there was something dazzling 
about his person : he had half a million of eager testi- 
monies to this idea. Who was to tell him the truth ? 
• — Only in the last years of his life did trembling cour^ 
tiers dare whisper to him, after much circumlocution, 
that a certain battle had been fought at a place called 
Blenheim, and that Eugene and Marlborough had stop- 
ped his long career of triumphs. 

^^ On n^eat plus heureux a notre age^"* says the old 
10 
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man, to one of his old generals, welcoming Tallard, after 
his defeat ; and he rewards him with honors, as if he 
had come from a victory. There is, if you will, some- 
thing magnanimous in this welcome to his conquered 
general, this stout protest against Fate. Disaster suc- 
ceeds disaster ; armies after armies march out to meet 
fiery Eugene and that dogged fatal Englishman, and 
disappear in the smoke of the enemies' cannon. Even 
at Versailles you may almost hear it roaring at last ; 
but when courtiers, who have forgotten their God, now 
talk of quitting this grand temple of his, old Louis 
plucks up heart, and will never hear of surrender. All 
the gold and silver at Versailles he melts, to find bread 
for his armies ; all the jewels on his five-hundred-million 
coat he pawns resolutely ; and, bidding Villars go and 
make the last struggle but one, promises, if his general 
is defeated, to place himself at the head of his nobles, 
and die King of France. Indeed, after a man, for six- 
ty years, has been performing the part of a hero, some 
of the real heroic stuff must have entered into his com- 
position, whether he would or not. When the great Ellis- 
ton was enacting the part of King George the Fourth, in 
the play of " The Coronation," at Drury Lane, the galleries 
applauded very loudly his suavity and majestic demean- 
or, at which Elliston, inflamed by the popular loyalty 
(and by some fermented liqueur in which, it is said, he 
was in the habit of indulging), burst into tears, and, 
spreading out his arms, exclaimed : ^^ Bless ye, bless ye, 
my people ! " Don't let us laugh at his Ellistonian ma- 
jesty, nor at the people who clapped hands, and yelled 
" bravo," in praise of him. The tipsy old manager did 
really feel that he was a hero at that moment ; and the 
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people, wild with delight and attachment for a magni- 
ficent coat and breeches, surely were uttering the true 
sentiments of loyalty, which consists in reverencing these 
and other articles of costume. In this fifth act, then, 
of his long royal drama, old Louis performed his part 
excellently ; and, when the curtain drops upon him, he 
lies, dressed majestically, in a becoming kingly attitude, 
as a king should. 

The king, his successor, has not left, at Versailles, 
half, so much occasion for moralizing ; perhaps the 
neighboring Pare aux Cerfe would afford better illustra- 
tions of his reign. The life of his great grandsire, the 
grand Lama of France, seems to have frightened Louis, 
the well beloved, who understood that loneliness is one 
of the necessary conditions of divinity ; and being of 
a jovial, companionable turn, aspired not beyond man- 
hood. Only in the matter of ladies did he surpass his 
predecessor, as Solomon did David. War he eschewed, 
as his grandfather bade him; and his simple taste 
found Uttle in this world to enjoy beyond the mulling 
of chocolate, and the fr3ang of pancakes. Look, here 
is the room called Laboratoire du Roi, where, with his 
own hands, he made his mistress's breakfast : — ^here is 
the Httle door through which, from her apartments in 
the upper story, the chaste Du Barri came stealing down 
to the arms of the weary, feeble, gloomy, old man. But 
of women he was tired long since, and even pancake- 
fiying had palled upon him. What had he to do, after 
forty years of reign; — after having exhausted every- 
thing ? Every pleasure that Dubois could invent for 
his hot youth, or cunning Lebel could minister to his 
old age, was flat and stale ; used up to the very dregs ; 
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every shilling in the national purse had been squeezed 
out, by Pompadour and Du Barri and such brilliant 
ministers of state. He had found out the vanity of 
pleasure, as his ancestor had discovered the vanity of 
glory : indeed it was high time that he should die. And 
die he did ; and round his tomb, as round that of his 
grandfather before him, the starving people sung a 
dreadful chorus of curses, which were the only epitaphs, 
for good or for evil, that were raised to his memory. 

As for the courtiers : — the knights and nobles, the 
unbought grace of life, they, of course, forgot him in 
one minute after his death, as the way is. When the 
king dies, the officer appointed opens his chamber win- 
dow, and calling out into the court below, Le Boi est 
morty breaks his cane, takes another and waves it, ex- 
claiming, Vive le Roi! Straightway all the loyal nobles 
begin yelling Vive le Roi ! and the officer goes round so- 
lemnly, and sets yonder great clock in the Cour de 
Marbre to the hour of the king's death. This old Louis 
had solemnly ordained ; but the Versailles clock was only 
set twice ; there was no shouting of Vive le Boi when 
the successor of Louis XV. mounted to heaven to join 
his sainted family. • 

Strange stories of the death of kings have always 
been very recreating and profitable to us : what a fine 
*one is that of the death of Louis XV., as Madame 
Campan tells it! One night the gracious monarch 
caoie back ill from Trianon ; the disease turned out to 
be the small-pox ; so violent that ten people, of those 
who had to enter his chamber, caught the infection and 
died. The whole court ffies from him ; only poor old 
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fiit Mesdames, the king's daughters, persist in remaining 
at his bedside, and praying for his soul^s wel&tre. 

On the 10th May, 1774, the whole court had 
assembled at the chdteau, the (£il de Bceuf was fiilL 
The Dauphin had determined to depart, as soon as the 
king had breathed his last And it was agreed, by the 
people of the stables, with those who watched in the 
king's room, that a lighted candle should be placed in 
a window, and should be extinguished as soon as he 
had ceased to live. The candle was put out ; at that 
signal, guards, pages, and squires mounted on horse- 
back, and everything was made ready for departure. 
The Dauphin was with the Dauphiness, waiting together 
for the news of the king's demise. An immense noise^ 
as if of thundery was heard in the next room ; it was 
the crowd of courtiers, who were deserting the dead 
king's apartment, in order to pay their court to the new 
power of Louis XVI. Madame de Noailles entered, and 
was the first to salute the queen by her title of Queen 
of France, and begged theur Majesties to quit their 
apartments, to receive the princes and great lords of the 
court, desirous to pay their homage to the new sove- 
reigns. Leaning on her husband's arm, a handkerchief 
to her eyes, in the most touching attitude, Maria An- 
toinette received these first visits. On quitting the 
chamber where the dead king lay, the Due de Villequier 
bade M. Andervill^, first surgeon of the king, to open 
and embalm the body : — ^it would have been certain 
death to the surgeon. ^* I am ready, sir," said he, ^* but^ 
whilst I am operating, you must hold the head of the 
corpse; your charge demands it." The Duke went 
away without a word, and the body was neither opened 
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nor enbalmed. A few humble domestics and poor 
workmen watched by the remains, and performed the 
last oflBces to their master. The surgeons ordered spirits 
of wine to be poured into the coflSn. 

They huddled the king's body into a postchaiso ; 
and, in this deplorable equipage, with an escort of about 
forty men, that Louis, the well-beloved, was carried, in 
the dead of night, from Versailles to Saint Denis, and 
then thrown into the tomb of the kings of France ! 

If any man is curious, and can get permission, he 
may mount to the roofe of the palace, and see where 
Louis XVL used, royally, to amuse himself, by gazing 
upon all the doings of all the townVpeople below, with 
a telescope. Behold that balcony, where, one morning, 
he, bis queen, and the little Dauphin stood, with Crom- 
well Grandisor Lafayette by their side, who kissed Her 
Majesty's hand, and protected her ; and then, lovingly 
surrounded by his people, the king got into a coach, 
and came to Paris : nor did His Majesty ride much in 
coaches after that. 

There is a portrait of the king, in the upper galleries, 
clothed in red and gold, riding a fat horse, brandishing 
a sword, on which the word " Justice " is inscribed, and 
looking remarkably stupid and uncomfortable. You 
see that the horse will throw him at the very first fling ; 
and as for the sword, it never was made for such hands as 
his, which were good at holding a corkscrew, or a carving 
knife; but not clever at the management of weapons of 
war. Let those pity him who will ; call him saint and 
martyr if you please ; but, a martyr to what principle was 
he ? Did he frankly support either party in his kingdom ? 
or cheat and tamper with both ? He might have es- 
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caped, but he must have bis supper, and so bis fainify 
was butchered, and his kingdom lost, and be had his 
bottle of Burgundy in comfort at Varennes. A single 
charge, upon the fatal tenth of August, and the monar- 
chy might have been his once more : but he is so 
tender-hearted, that be lets his friends be murdered be- 
fore his eyes, almost ; or, at least, when he has turned 
bis back upon bis duty and his kingdom, and has 
skulked for safety into the reporter's box, at the National 
Assembly. There were hundreds of brave men who 
died that day, and were martyrs, if you will ; poor 
neglected tenth-rate courtiers, for the most part, who 
had forgotten old slights and disappointments, and 
left their places of safety, to come and die, if need 
were, sharing in the supreme hour of the monarchy. 
Monarchy was a great deal too humane to fight along 
with these, and so left them to the pikes of Santerre, 
and the mercy of .the men of the Sections. But we 
are wandering a good ten miles from Versailles, and 
from the deeds which Louis XVI. performed there. 

He is said to have been such a smart journeyman 
blacksmith, that he might, if Fate had not perversely 
placed a crown on his head, have earned a couple of 
louis every week, by the making of locks and keys. 
Those who will, may see the workshop, where he em- 
ployed many useful hours ; Madame Elizabeth was at 
prayers ; meanwhile, the queen was making pleasant 
parties with her ladies ; Monsieur, the Count d'Artois, 
was learning to dance on the tight-rope ; and Monsieur 
de Provence was cultivating V eloquence du billet, and 
studying his favorite Horace. It is said that each mem- 
ber of the august £unily succeeded remarkably well in 
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his or her pursuits ; big Monsieur^s little notes are still 
dted. At a minuet, or sillabub, poor Antoinette was 
unrivalled ; and Charles, on the tight-rope, was so grace- 
ful and so pentil, that Madame Saqui might envy him. 
The time only was out of joint : O cursed 4^ite, that 
ever such hannless creatures as these were bidden to 
right it ! 

A walk to the little Trianon is both pleasing and 
moral ; no doubt the reader has seen the pretty fantas- 
tical gardens which environ it ; the groves and temples ; 
the streams and caverns (whither, as the guide tells 
you, during the heat of summer, it was the custom of 
Marie Antoinette to retire, with her favorite, Madame 
de Lamballe) ; the lake, and Swiss village, are pretty 
little toys, moreover ; and the Cicerone of the place 
does not fail to point out the diiferent cottages which 
surround the piece of water, and tell the names of the 
royal masqueraders who inhabited each. In the long 
cottage, close upon the lake, dwelt the seigneur du Vil- 
lage, no less a personage than Louis XV. ; Louis XVI., 
the Dauphin, was the Baiili ; near his cottage is that 
of Monseigneur the Count D'Artois, who was the miller ; 
opposite, lived the Prince de Conde, who enacted the 
part of gamekeeper (or, indeed, any other r61e, for it 
does not signify much) ; near him was the Prince de 
Roham, who was the aum6nier ; and yonder is the 
pretty little dairy, which was under the charge of the 
fair Marie Antoinette herself. 

I forgot whether Monsieur, the fat Count of Pro- 
vence, took any share of this royal masquerading ; but 
look at the names of the other six actors of the comedy, 
and it will be hard to find any person for whom Fate 
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had such dreadfbl visitations in store. Fancy the party, 
in the days of their prosperity, here gathered at Trianon, 
and seated under the tall poplars, by the lake, discours- 
ing familiarly together : suppose, of a sudden, some con- 
juring GagUostro of the time, is introduced among them, 
and foretells to them the woes that are about to come. 
" You, Monsieur L'Aumdnier, the descendant of a long 
line of princes, the passionate admirer of that fair queen 
who sits by your side, shall be the cause of her ruin 
and your own,"" and shall die in disgrace and exHe. 
Tou, son of the Condes, shall live long enough to see 
your royal race overthrown, and shall die by the hands 
of a hangman.f You, oldest son of Saint Louis, shall 
peiish by the executioner's axe ; that beautiflil head, O 
Antoinette! the same ruthless blade shall sever." "They 
shall kill me first," says Lamballe, at the queen's side. 
^ Yes, truly," replies the soothsayer, " for Fate prescribes 
ruin for your mistress, and all who love her." J " And," 
cries Monsieur d' Artois, " do I not love my sister, too ? 
I pray you not to omit me in your prophecies." 

To whom, Monsieur Cagliostro says, scornfully, 
" you may look forward to fifty years of life, after most 

* In the diamond- necklace affair. 

f He was found hanging in his own bed-room. 

^ Among Hie many lovers that rumor gave to the queen, 
poor Ferscu is the most remarkable. He seems to have enter- 
tained for her a high and perfectly pure devotion. He was 
the chief agent in the luckless escape to Yarennes ; was lurk- 
ing in Paris during the time of her captivity ; and was con- 
cerned in the many fruitless attempts that were made for her 
rescue. Ferscu lived to be an old man, but died a dreadful 
and violent death. He was dragged from his oarriage by the 
mob, in Stockholm, and murdered by them. 
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of these are laid in the grave. You shall be a king, 
but not die one ; and shall leave the crown only ; not 
the worthless head that shall wear it. Thrice shall you 
go into exile ; you shall fly from the people, first, who 
would have no more of you and your race ; and you 
shall return home over half a million of human corpses, 
that have been made for the sake of you, and of a ty- 
rant as great as the greatest of your Csunily. Again 
driven away, your bitterest enemy shall bring you back. 
But the strong limbs of France are not to be chained 
by such a paltry yoke as you can put on her ; you shall 
be a tyrant, but in will only ; and shall have a sceptre, 
but to see it robbed from your hand." 

" And, pray, Sir Conjuror, who shall be the robber f 
asked Monsieur the Count d'Artois. 

* 4t 4e * % * 

This I cannot say, for here my dream ended. The 
fact is, I had fallen asleep, on one of the stone-benches 
in the Avenue de Paris ; and, at this instant, was awak- 
ened by a whirling of carriages, and a great clattering 
of national guards, lancers, and outriders, in red. His 
Majesty, Louis Philippe, was going to pay a visit to 
the palace, which contains several pictures of his own 
glorious actions, and which has been dedicated, by him, 
to all the glories of France. 



THE END. 
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markable for its feminine grace and character— and the interest of real life 
artistically disposed: a book for the selected shelf of the lady's boudoir in 
Its touches of natnre and sentiment no less than as a stndy of one of Eng^ 
land's greatest poets ** at homeL^* 

BNOUBK HOTZOB. - 

«Thla is a charming book ; and whether we regard its snbjeet, dever- 
neas. or delicacy of sentiment and expression, it is likely to be a most ae- 
oeptable present to yoong or old, be their pecoliar tasto for religi<»i, m<nra]^ 
poetry, history, or romance.'' — ChritMan Observer. 

** Unquestionably the production of an able hand, and a refined mind. 
We reoonunend it to all who love pure, healthy literary tue.'^—Ohureh 
and State Oaeette. 

** Full of incident and character, and exceedingly dellghtM in ito h^>py 
sketehing and freshness of feeling. It is by far the best work of the small 
and novel class to which it belongs, a mixture of truth and fiction in a form 
which belongs to the flctitioiis more than to the substantial oontenta."— 
jfoncon/i^rtniet, 

**The odd history of Milton's first marriage— the desertion of his wife, 
and her subsequent terror when she heard that he was just the man to put 
In practice his own opinions respecting divorce-^orms one of fhoao chap* 
lan^ peoQliorly open to illastration and Ihncy."— .Iflaa. 



ADYERTISEMENTfl. 



ATFLETONB' POFITLAB UBRABT. 



THE YELLOWPLUSH PAPERS. 

BT W. M. THACKERAY. 

Price Fifty Cents, 
Contents. 

MIB8 SHTTH^S HUSBAND. 

THE AMOUBS OF MB. DETJOBAOB. 

SKIMMINGS FBOM ^^THE DAIBY OF GEOBGE IT.** 

FOBING PABTS. 



MB. DEUOEAOE AT PABIS. 
MB. TELLOWPLUSH^S AJEW. 
EPISTLES TO THE LTTEBATI. 



The Yellowpliish P^wra, a work at fhe jbundation of Hr. ThaoMtay i 
ftme M a writer, appeared in a London edition in 1841, collected from the 
pogea of FroMT^s Mdffoains, An imperfect collection, long since ont of 
print, bad preTionsly been publlahed in Philadelpbia. 

It is now revived, in connection with a nnmber of the author^ miscel- 
laneons Writings, which win appear in dae sncoession, ibr its spedalitjr of 
thonght and character, and its exhibition of those frnltftd germs of senti- 
ment and observation which have expanded into the pictnres of modem 
society, read throughout the world, in the pages of *' Vanity Fair" and 
'*Pendennis." In its peculiar line the Yellowplnsh Papers have never 
been sorpassed. The character is well preaerved and unique as the spell- 
ing, which shows that there is a genius even for cact^raphy, and a senti- 
ment as well as a hearty laugh in a wrong combination of letters. It is Im- 
poeslble to resist the infelicity of Mr. Yellowplnsh. His humor, too, is a 
pretty serious test of the ways of the world, and profit, as well as amuse- 
ment, may be got from his eplsfles, Justifying the remark of an English 
orRle, that ** notwithstanding the bad spelling and mustard-colored un- 
menUonables of Mr. Yellowpluah, he is fifty times more of a gentlemaa 
fhHi most of his masten^^ 



ADVERTI6EMKNT8. 



AFPLEIONS' POFUIAB UBAABT. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF A JOURNEY THROUGH 

TARTARY, THIBET, AND CHINA, DURING 

THE YEARS 1844, 1845, and 1846. 

BT M. HUC, MISSIONART PRIEST OF THE CONGREQATION 

OF ST. LAZARUS. 

▲ OOMDKeroXD TKAN8LATX0N BT KBft. PBBOT BINNSIT. 

Tkoo Volumes^ 16mo., Fancy Cloth. Price Fifty Cents each. 

This narrative, related with ^reat interest and simplicity — adding toonr 
original stores of information with the piqnancy of an Arabian Tale— is the 
atory of a long joamey and circuit of Chinese Tartary to the capital of Thi- 
bet, with a forced retnrn to the Chinese Territory, performed by a Boman 
Catholic Missionary, and his assistant M. Gabet, del^ated, upon the break 
Ing np of the Pekln Mission, to the exploration of what is rather hypotheti 
cally caUed the Apostolical Yicariat of Mongolia. On tlieir ronte every 
where is novelty, danger and excitement— fk-esh scenery, fresh adventare, 
with religioas rites and manners and costoms, now for the first time so ftiUy 
described, and which, it may be remarked, at times appeal net merely to 
our love of intelligence, bnt to oar love of the marvellous. 

The EngUth Review speaks of " M. Huo^s graphic pages'^ and remarks, 
*'the labours of Messrr. Hue and Gabet have extended very considerably 
the existing amount of knowledge of those remote regions of inner Aria.^ 

BlaektDo^id'e Magamine^ summing up the results of those and other re- 
Boarches in an article ** Tibet and the Lamas,^^ says of these missionaries— 
**they have given us a most readable and Interesting personal narrative of a 
lifb of continued hardships, and of frequent suffering and danger in remote 
vrgions, the routes through which were partly never before recorded in do* 
Ull, and partly never before trodden by any Enropean."* 

The London Daily ITewa pronounces M. Hue " a most i^^eeable narr»> 
tm. We give our readers a specimen of this really charming book, though 
It is one which most of our readers will be sure to purchase and treaaurenp 
for themselves. We could fill columns with amusing extracts, bat it Is bait 
to send our readers to the book itsell" 



▲DYBBTISBMBNTB. 



APFLEIOITO' FOFULAB UBRABT. 



THE PARIS SKETCH BOOK. 

BY W. M. THACKEBAT. . . 

7\oo Volume*, Price Fifty Cente each, 
Conttnts o£ l^ol. I. 

AN INVASION OF FBANOE. 

A CAUTION TO TBAYELLEBS. 

THE FETES OF JULY. 

ON THE FRENCH SCHOOL OF PAINTINa. 

THE PAINTEB's BABGAIN. 

CABTOUCHE. 

ON SOME FBENCH FA8HI0NABLS NOVELS. 

A aA*MBLEB^S DEATH. 

NAPOLEON AND HIS SYSTEM. 

THE STOBY OF MABY ANCEL. 

BEATBIOE MEBGEB. 



Contents o£ Vol, li. 

OABICATUBES AND LITHOGBAPHY IN PABI8. 

LITTLE POINSINET. 

THE DEYIL^S WAGEB. 

MADAME SAND AND THE NEW APOCALYPSE. 

THE CASE OF PEYTEL. 

IMITATIONS OF BEBANGEB. 

FBENCH DBAMAS AND MEL0DBAMA8. 

MEDITATIONS AT YEBSAILLES. 

The papers of which these yolames oooslst are In namber nineteen, 
and In character very miacellaneona. In meet of them wit and humor are 
fhe prevailing features, bnt all of them display a keen sense of the rldlea- 
lons and a hostility to hnoibug, a penetrating Insight into the wheels by 
which men and the mixed world aronnd the author are moved, and a 
tborongh dislike to th^l^iblea and vices he besitatea not to laiih and aac- 
pose.— X<Mu20f» Literary Gaaette, 



ADYERTISBMENTfl. 



APPLEIOHB* POPITLAB UBaABT. 



•GAIETIES AND GRAVITIES. 

DT HORACE SMITH, ONE OF THE AUTHORS OF 

<< REJECTED ADDRESSES.'' 



Price Fifty Cents, 
iKnnttnU* 

ADDBEB8 TO THE ICUMMT AT BELZONf S JCXlilBiTlOli; 

WINTER. 

ON PUNS AND FDNSTBBflb 

MT TBA-KETTLB. 

THE WIDOW OF THS GREAT ARMY. 

ON NOSES. 

WALKS IN THE GARDEN. 

CORONATION EXTRAORDINARY. 

THE ORANGE TREE AT YSBSAILLES. 

ON UPS AND KISSING. 

TO A LOO OF WOOD UFON THE VIRB. 

MISS HEBE HIGGINS'S ACCOUNT OF A LITEEAST 80GIETT — tHI 

HOUNDSDITCH ALBUM. 
ANTE AND POST NUPTIAL JOURNAL. 
THE LIBRARY. 
UGLY WOMEN. 
THE WORLD. 
THE FIRST OP MARCH. 
THE ELOQUENCE OF EYES. 
ADDRESS TO THE ALABASTER 8AB00PHA0US DEPOSITED IN THE Bill* 

ISH MUSEUM. 
MEMOIRS OF A HAUNCH OF MUTTON. 

BEGGARS extraordinary! PROPOSALS FOR THEIR 8UPPRM8I02C. 
STANZAS TO PUNCHINELLO. 

LETTERS TO THE ROYAL LITERARY SOCIETY. 
A LAMENTATION ON THE DECLINE OF BARBERS. 
GHANOKS OF FEMALE HAPPINESS. 
THE STEAMBOAT FROM LONDON TO CALAD. 
MEMNON's HEAD. 

WOMEN VINDICATED. ^ 

PORTRAIT OF A SBPTUAGENART. 




^j<y^ 



jm b- -gsii 




